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T O 


Richard Tighe, Eſq; 


SIR, 


mea] -dications are the only Faſhions in the World 
hat are more diſlik'd for being Univerſal 3 
ße Reaſyn is, that they very ſeldom fit 
N Ve Ve Perſons they were made for : but I hope 
— o aid the common Obloquy in this Ad- 
dreſs, by laying aſide the Poet in every thing but the Dre- 
matick Decorum of ſuiting my Character to the Perſon. 

From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another 
Character in one of my former, People are willing to com- 
plement my Perſormance in drawing a gay, ſplendid, ge- 
nerous, eaſy, fine young Gentleman. My Genius, I muſt 
confeſs, has a bent to that kind of Deſcription ; and my 
Veneration for you, Sir, may paſs for unqueſtionable, ſmce 
in all theſe happy Accompliſhments, you come ſo near to 
my Darling Character, abating his Inconſtancy. 

What an unſpeakable Bleſſmg is Youth and Fortune, 
when a happy Underſtanding comes in, to moderate the 
De/ires of the firſt, and to refine upon the Advantages of 
the latter ; when a Gentleman is Maſter of all Pleaſures, 
but a Slave to none; who has Travell'd, not for the Cu- 
rioſity of the Sight, but for the Improvement f the Mind's 
Eye ; and who return; full of every thing but himſelf ?!— 
An Author might ſay a great deal more, but a Friend, 
Sir, nay, an Enemy muſt allow you this. 

I ſhall here, Sir, meet with two Obſtacles, your Mode- 
ſty, and your Senſe ; the firſt, 22 upon the Subject, 
the ſecond, as a Critick upon the Style: But I am obſti- 
nate in my Purpoſe, and will maintain what I ſay to the 
laſt drop of my Pen; which I may the more boldly under- 

43 take, 
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take, having all the World on my ſide ; nay, I have your 
very ſelf againſt you; for by declining to hear your own 
Merit, your Friends are authorix d the more to Proclaim 
it. 

Your Generoſity and Eaſineſs of Temper is not only ob- 
Vious in your common Affairs and Converſation, but more 
plainly evident in your darling Amuſement, that Opener 
and Dilater of the Mind, Muſick : From your 
Affection for this delightful Study, we may deduce the 
pleaſing Harmony that is apparent in all your Actions; 
and be aſſur'd, Sir, that a Perſon muſt be 777 fa 
very divine Soul, who iſo much in love with the Enter- 
tainment of Angels. 

From your Encouragement of Muſick, if there be any 
Peetry here, it has a Claim, by the Right of Kindred, to 
our Favour and Affection. You were pleas'd to honour 
the Repreſentation of this Play with your Appearance at 
feveral times, which flatter d my hopes that there might 
be ſamething in it which your Good-Nature might excuſe. 
ih the Honour I here intend for myſelf, I likewiſe con- 
ſult the Intereſt of my Nation, by ſhewing a Perſon that 
is ſo much a Reputation and Credit to my Country. Be- 
ſedes all this, I was willing to make a handſome Comple- 
ment to the Place of my Pupilage ; by informing the 
World that ſo fine a Gentleman had the Seeds of his Edu - 
_ in the ſame Univerſity, and at the ſame time 
With, 


SIR, 
Your moſt Faithful, and 


Moſt Humble Servant; 


G. FARQUHAR, 


PR E- 


0 give you the Hiſtory of this Play, wou'd 
but cauſe the Reader and the Writer a trou- 
WS ble to no purpoſe; I ſhall only ſay, that ! 
JS rook the Hint from Fletcher's Wild-gooje 
Chaſe; and to thoſe who ſay, that I have 
ſpoil d the Original, I wiſh * Injury, but that 
they would ſay it again. 

As to the Succeſs of it, I think 'tis but a kind of 
Cremona Buſineſs, I have neither Loſt, nor Won. I 
puſhed fairly, but the French were prepoſſeſsd, and the 
Charms of Gallick Heels were too hard for an Engliſh 
Brain; but I am proud to own, that I have laid my 
Head at the Ladies Feet. The Favour was unavoidæ- 
ble, for we are a Nation fo very fond of improving 
our Underſtanding, that the Inſtruction of a Play does 
no good, when it comes in competition with the Mo- 
ral of a Minuet. Pliny tells us in his Natural Hiſtory, 
of Elephants that were taught to dance on the Ropes ; 
if this could be made practicable now, what a Num- 
ber of Subſcriptions might be had to bring the Great 
Mogul out of Fleetſtreet, and make him dance between 
the Acts! 

I remember, that about two Years ago, I had a 
Gentleman from France * that brought the Play-houſe 
ſome fifry Audiences in five Months; then why ſhould 
I be ſurpriz'd to find a French Lady do as much? *Tis 
the prettieſt way in the World, of deſpiſing the French 
King, to let him fee that we can afford Money to bribe 
away his Dancers, when he, poor Man, has exhauſted 
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all his Stock, in buying of ſome pitiful Towns and 
Principalities: Cum multis aliis, What can be a grea- 
rer Complement to our generous Nation, than to | Nook 
the Lady upon her Re- tour to Paris, boaſt of Her ſplen- 
did Entertainment in England, of the Complaiſance, 
Liberty, and Good-nature of a People, that thronged 
her Houſe ſo full, that ſhe had not room to ſtick a Pin; 
and left a poor Fellow, that had the Misfortune of be- 
ing one ot themſelves, without one Farthing for half 
a Year's Pains that he had taken for their Entertain» 
men: ? | 

There were ſome Gentlemen in the Pit the firſt 
Night, that took the Hint from the Prologue to damn 
the Play; but they made ſuch a Noiſe in the Execu- 
ion, that the People took the Outcry for a Reprieve; 
io that the darling Miſchief was over-laid by their 
over-fondneſs of the Changeling : 'Tis ſomewhat hard, 
that Gentlemen ſhould debaſe them ſelves into a Faction 
of a dozen, to ſtab a ſingle Perſon, who never had the 
Reſclution to face two Men at a time; if he has had 
the Misfortune of any Miſunderſtanding with a parti- 
cular Perion, he has had a particular Perfon to anſwer 
it: But theſe Sparks wou'd be remarkable in their Re- 
ſentment; and if any body fails under their Diſpleaſure, 
they ſcorn to call him to a particular Account, but 
will very honourably burn his Houſe, or pick his Poc- 
ker. 

The New-Houſe has perfectly made me a Convert 
by their Civility on my tixth Night: For to be Friends, 
and reveng'd at the fame time, I muſt give them a 
Play, that 15,—when I write another. For Faction 
zuns ſo high, that I cou'd wiſh the Senate wou'd ſup- 
preſs the Houſes, or put in force the Act againſt bri- 
bing Elections; that Houſe which has the moſt Fa- 
vours to beſtow, will certainly carry it, 'ſpight of all 
poetical Juſtice that wou'd ſupport t'other. 

I have heard ſome People ſo extravagantly angry at 
this Play, that one would think they had no reaſon to 
be diſpleaſed at all; whilſt ſome (otherwiſe Men ot 
good Senſe) have commended it ſo mnch, that 23 

afrai 


n REI GST „* 13 


N 4 
1 
= 

1 * 
A 

4 'J 
* 
*., 
> 
#4 
7 
& 


PREFACE. 9 


afraid they ridiculd me; ſo that between both, I am 
abſolutely at a loſs what to think on't: for tho the 
Cauſe has come on ſix Days ſucceſſively, yer the Tryal, 
I fancy, is not determined. When our Devotion to 
Lent, and our Lady, is over, the Buſineſs will be brought 
on again, and then we ſhall have fair Play for our 
Money. 

There is a Gentleman of the firſt Underſtanding, 
and a very Critick, who faid of Mr. Wilks, that 
in this Part- he out- acted himſelf, and all Men that he 
ever ſaw. I wou'd not rob Mr. Wilks, by a worſe Ex- 
preſſion of mine, of a Complement that he ſo much 
deſerves. 

I had almoſt forgot to tell you, that the Turn of 
Plot in the laſt Act, is an Adventure of Chevalier de 
Chaſtillon at Paris, and Matter of Fact; but the thing 
is ſo univerſally known, that I think this Advice might 
have been ſpar'd, as well as all the reſt of the Preface, 
for any good it will do cither to me or the Play. 
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THE 


PROLOGUE 


That was ſpoken the firſt Night, receiv*d 


ſuch Additions from Mr. who ſpoke 
it, that they are beſt if bury'd and forgot. 
But the following PROLOGUE is lite- 
rally the ſame that was intended for the 
Play, and written by Mr. Motteux. 


IKE hungry Gueſts, a fitting Audience looks ; 
Plays are like Suppers: Poets are the Cooks. 
The Founders Toi: The Table is this Place: 

| The Carvers He: The Prologue is the Grace. 

Each Act, a Courſe; each Scene a different Diſh : 

Tho' we're in Lent, I doubt you're ſtill for Fleſh. 

Satyr's the Sauce, high ſea ſon d, ſharp and rough; 

Kind Maſques and Beaux, I hope you're Pepper-Proof. 

Wit is the Wine ; but 'tis ſo ſcarce the true, 

Poets, like Vintners, balderdaſh and brew. 

Tour ſurly Scenes. where Rant and Bloodſhed join, 

Are Butcher's Meat, a Battle's a Sirloin : 

Your Scenes of Love, ſo flowing, ſoft and chaſte, 

Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. | 

Fawdy's fat Ven'ſon, which tho* ſlale, can pleaſe : 

Your Rakes love Hogoes, like your damn'd French Cheeſe. 

Your Rarity for the fair Gueſt to gape 0n, 

I; your nice Sq1eaker, or Italian Capon 3 

Or your French Virgin-Pullet, garnifh'd round, 

du dreſs d with Sauce of ſomi—— Four hundred Pound. 
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An Op'ra, like an Oglio, nicks the Age; 
Farce i; the Haſty Pudding of the Stage. 
For when you're treated with indifferent Cheer, 
You can diſpenſe with ſlender Stage-Coach Fare. 
A Paſtoral's, whipt Cream; Stage-Whims, mere Traſh; 
And Tragi-Comedy, half Fiſh and Fleſh. 
But Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer ; 
This Night we oye you'll an Inconſtant bear : 
Wild Fowl is lik'd in Play-houſe all the Year. 
Yet ſince each Mind betrays a diff rent Taſte, 
And every Diſh ſcarce lags ev'ry Gueſt, 
If aught you reliſh, do not_ damn the reſt. 
This Favour crav'd, up let.the Muſick ſtrike : 
You're welcome all. Now fall to, where you like, 


D-.amatis 


Dramatis Perſone. 


MEN. 


Old Mirabel, an aged Gent. of an 
odd Compound, between the 
Peeviſhneſs incident to his Years, Mr. Pinketbman. 
* Low fatherly Fondneſs towards 

is Son. 


Young Mirabel, his Son. Mr. Wilks. 


Captain Duretete, an honeſt good- 
natur'd Fellow, that thinks him- Mr. Bullock. 
ſelf a greater Fool than he is. 


Dugard, Brother to Orians. Mr. Mills. 


Petit, Servant to Dugard , after- Mr. Norris. 
wards to his Siſter. : 


WOMEN. 


Oriana, a Lady contracted to Mi- I 
rabel, who wou'd bring him to Mrs. Roger, 
Reaſon. 


Biſarre, a whimſical Lady, Friend 


to Oriana, admir'd by Dur. : Mrs. Verbrughen. 


Lamorce, a Woman of Contri- EM. Kent. 
Vance. 


Four Bravo's, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies. 


Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants. 


INCONSTANT: 


O R, 


The Way to win him. 
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ACT-L 
SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Dugard, and his Man Petit in Riding Habits. 


Irrah, what's a Clock ? 

Pet. Turn'd of Eleven, Sir. 

Dug. No more! We have rid a ſwin- 
ging Pace from Nemours ſince two this 
Morning! Petit, run to Rouſeau's, and 
beipeak a Dinner at a Lewis d'Or a Head, to be ready 
by one. | 

Pet. How many will there be of you, Sir? 


Dug. Let me ſee; Mirabel one, Duretete two, my 
ſelf three 


Pet. And I four. 


Dug. 


| 
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Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling Fami- 
liarity! When abroad, you ſome Freedom for want 
of better Company; but among my Friends at Paris, 
pray remember your Diſtance. Be gone, Sir. 

Exit Petit. ] This Fellow's Wit was neceſlary abroad, 

ut he's too cunning for a Domeſtick; I mult diſpoſe 
of him ſome way elle. Who's here? Old Mirabel, 
and my Siſter! My deareſt Siſter! 


Enter Old Mirabel and Oriana. 
Ori. My Brother! Welcome. 
Dug. Monſieur Mirabel! I'm heartily glad to fee 
ou. 
: Old Mir. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the Blood of the 
Mirabels I'm your moſt humble Servant. 

Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin ſure, you're 
brisk and gay, luſty Health about you, no ſign of Age 
but your filver Hairs. 

Old Mir. Silver Hairs! Then they are Quick-ſilver 
Hairs, Sir. Whilſt I have Golden Pockets, let my Hairs 
be Silver an they will. Adsbud, Sir, I can dance, and 
ſing, and drink, and — no, I can't wench. But Mr. 
Dugard, no News of my Son Bos in all your Tra- 
vels? 

Dug. Your Son's come home, Sir. | 

Old Mir. Come home! Bobs come home! By the 
Blood of the Miravels, Mr. Dugard, what ſay ye? 

Ori. Mr. Mirabel return'd, Sir. 

Dug. He's certainly come, and you may ſee him 
within this Hour or two. 8 

Old Mir. Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 

Dug. Sir, he came to Town with me this Morn- 
ing, I left him at the Bagnieurs, being a little diſor- 
der'd arter riding, and I ſhall fee him again pre- 
ſently. 

Gid Mir What! And he was aſham'd to ask Bleſſing 
with his Boots on. A nice Dog! Well, and how fares 
the young Rogue, ha? 

Dag. A fine Gentleman, Sir. He'll be his own Meſ- 


ſenger. 
. Old 
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Old Mir. A fine Gentleman! But is the Rogue like 
me ſtill? La | 

Dug. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, 
and as like you as moſt modern Sons are to their 
Fathers. 

A Old Mir. Why, Sir, don't you think that I begat 
im ? 

Dug. Why yes, Sir; you marry'd his Mother, and 
he inherits your Eſtate. He's very like you, upon 
my word. 

Ori. And pray, Brother, what's become of his ho- 
neſt Companion, Durerete? 

Dug. Who, the Captain? The very ſame he went 
abroad; he's the only French-man 1 ever knew that 
cou'd not change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more 
oblig'd to Nature for that Fellow's Compolition, than 
for his own: for he's more happy in Duretete's Folly 
than his own Wit. In ſhort, they are as inſeparable as 
Finger and Thumb; but the firſt Inſtance in the World, 
I believe, of Oppolition in Friendſhip. 

Old Mir. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, 
think ye? 

Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner 
for us at Rouſſeaus at a Lewidore a Head. 

Old Mir. A Lewidore a Head! Well faid, Bob; by 
the Blood of the Mirabels, Bob's improv'd. But Mr. 
Dugard, was it fo civil of Bob to vilit Monſieur Rouſe 
ſeau before his own natural Father? Eh! Heark'e 
Oriana, what think you, now, of a Fellow that can 
eat and drink ye a whole Lewidore at a fitting? He 
muſt be as ſtrong as Hercules, Life and Spirit in abun- 
dance. Before Gad 1 don't wonder at theſe Men ot 

uality, that their own Wives can't ſerve em. A 
Lewidore a head! tis enough to ſtock the whole Na- 
tion with Baitards, *tis Faith. Mr. Dugard, I leave 
you with your Siſter. | Exit. 

Dug. Well, Siſter, I necd not ask you how you do, 
your Lcoks reſolve me; fair, tail, wel-ſhap'd; you're 
almoſt grown out of my Remembrance. 


Ori 
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Ori. Why, truly Brother, I look pretty well, thank 
Nature and my Toylet; I have ſcap'd the Jaundice, 
Green-fickneſs, and the Small-pox; I eat three Meals a 
day, am very merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly 
when I'm down. 

Drug. But, Siſter, you remember that upon my go- 
ing abroad you wou'd chuſe this old Gentleman for 
your Guardian; he's no more related to our Family, 
than Preſter Fohn, and I have no reaſon to think you 
miſtruſted my Management of your Fortune : There- 
fore pray be ſo kind as to tell me without Reſervation 
the true Cauſe of making ſuch a Choice. 

Ori. Look'e Brother, you were going a Rambling, 
and twas proper, leſt I ſhould go a Rambling too, that 
ſome- body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Monſieur Mi- 
rabel is an honeſt Gentleman, was our Father's Friend, 
and has a young Lady in his Houſe, whoſe Company 
I like, and who has choſen him for her Guardian as 
well as I. | 

Dug. Who, Madamoiſelle Biſarre ? 

Ori. The ſame; we live merrily together, without 
Scandal, or Reproach; we make much of the old Gen- 
tleman between us, and he takes care of us; we eat 
what we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe when 
we will, all the Week we dance and ſing, and upon 
Sundays go firſt to Church, and then to the Play— 
Now, Brother, beſides theſe Motives for chuſing this 
Gentleman for my Guardian, perhaps I had ſome pri- 
vate Reaſons. 

Dug. Not fo private as you imagine, Siſter; your 
Love to young Mirabel's no Secret, I can aſſure you, 
but ſo publick that all your Friends are aſham'd ont. 

Ori. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſh- 
ful; tho' I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe People are not 
aſhami' enough at their own Crimes, who have fo 
many Buſhes to ſpare for the Faults of their Neigh- 
bours. 

Dug. Ay, but Siſter, the People ſay 

Ori. Pſhaw, hang the People, they'll talk Treaſon, 
and profane their Maker; muſt we therefore * 

that 
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that our King is a Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat? 
Look'e, Brother, their Court of Enquiry 1s a Tavern, 
and their Informer, Claret : They think as they drink, 
and ſwallow Reputations like Loches; a Lady's Health 
goes briskly round with the Glaſs, but her Honour is 
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loſt in the Toaſt. 

Drg. Ay, but Siſter, there is ſtill ſomething 

Ori. It there be ſomething, Brother, 'tis none of 
the People's ſomething; Marriage is my thing, and 
Pu ſtick to't. 

Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry! He'll build 
Churches ſooner. Take heed, Siſter, tho' your Honour 
ſtood Proof to his home-bred Aflaults; you muſt keep 
a ſtricter Guard for the future: He has now got the 
foreign Air, and the Italian Softneſs; his Wit's im- 
prov'd by Converſe, his Behaviour finiſh'd by Obfer- 
vation, and his Aſſurance confirm'd by Succeſs. Siſter, 
I can aſſure you he has made his Conqueſts; and 'ris 
a Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by 
thoſe very Men that you know have been falſe to 
others. 

Ori. Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts? 
ſor I muſt confeſs there is no Title to a Woman's 
Favour ſo engaging as the repute of a handſome Piſ- 
ſimulation; there is ſomething of a Pride to ſee a Fel- 
low lie at our Feet, that has triumph'd over ſo many 
and then, I don't know, we fancy he muſt have 
lomething extraordinary about him to pleaſe us, and 
that we have ſomething cngaging about us to ſecure 
him; ſo we can't be quiet, till we put our ſelves upon 
the lay of being both diſappointed. 

Dug. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle———— 

Ori. For God's ſake, Brother, tell me no more of 
his Faults, for if you do, I ſhall run mad for him: 
Say no more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands 
of Matrimony, I'll ſpoil his wandring, I warrant him. 
III do his Buſineſs that way, never fear. 

Dug. Well, Siſter, I won't pretend to underſtand 
the Engagements between you and your Lover; I 
expect, when you have need of my Counſel or Af- 

ſutance. 
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ſiſtance, you will let me know more of your Affairs. 
Mirabel is a Gentleman, and as far as my Honour and 
Intereſt can reach, you may command me to the fur- 
therance of your Happineſs: In the mean time, Siſter, 
I have a great mind to make you a Preſent of another 
humble Servant; a Fellow that I took up at Lyons, 
who has ſerv'd me honeſtly ever ſince. 

Ori. Then why will you part with him? 

Dug. He has gain'd fo inſufferably on my Good Hu- 
mour, that he's grown too familiar; but the Fellow's 
cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you in your Aﬀair 
with Mirabel. Here he comes. 


Enter Petit. 
Well, Sir, have you been at Rowſſeau's ? 

Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould I find there, but Mr. 
Mirabel and the Captain, liatching as warmly over a 
Tub of Ice, as two Hen-Pheafanrs over a Brood 
They wou'd not let me beſpeak any thing, for they 
had din'd before I came. 

Dug. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Siſter, I ſhall 
ſtill continue kind to you, and if your Lady recom- 
mends your Diligence upon Tryal, Ill uſe my Intereſt 
to advance you; you have Senſe enough to expect Pre- 


fer ment. Here, Sirrah, here's ten Guineas for 
thee, get thy ſelf a Drugget Suit and a Puff-Wig, and 
ſo l dub thee Gentleman-Uſher. Siſter, 1 
muſt put my ſelf in repair, you may expect me in 
the Evening. Wait on your Lady home, Petit. 
[Exit Dug. 


Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair! 
Ori. No, no, I'll walk home, 'tis but next Door. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE à Tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel and 
Duretete ring from Table. 

Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, my dear Caps 
tain, we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plen- 
tifully, and let it go for once. I lik'd every thing 
but our Women, they look'd fo lean and tawdry, 
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poor Creatures! *Tis a ſure ſign the Army is not paid. 
Give me the plump Venetian, brisk and ſanguine, 
that ſmiles upon me like the glowing Sun, and meets 
my Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as the 
Glaſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor. 

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy I grant you but for our 
Women here in France, they arc ſuch thin Brawn-fall'n 
Jades, a Man may as well make a Bed - fellow of a 
Cane-Chair. | 

Mir. France! A light unſeaſon'd Countrey, nothin 
but Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions ; we're tine indeed; 
ſo are our Coach-Horſes; Men ſay we're Courtiers, Men 
abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politick, on credo Seig- 
neur: That our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere Par- 
rots, Aſſurance and a good Memory, ſets them up; — 
There's nothing on this tide the Alps worth my hum- 
ble Service tyx———— Ha Roma la Santa! Italy tor my 
Money ; their Cuſtoms, Gardens, Buildings, Paintings, 
Matfick, Policies, Wine and Women! the Paradiſe of 
the World; not peſter'd with a parcel of pre- 
cite old gouty Fellows, that would debar their Children 
every Pleaſure that they themſelves are paſt the ſenie 
of: commend me to the Iralian Familiarity : Here, 
Son, there's Fifty Crowns, go pay your Whore her 
Week's allowance. 

Dur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for you, that under- 
ſtand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like our muſty 
Dads, who b=cauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would 
muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport of them that 
can. But now you talk of the Plump, what d'ye think 
of a Dutch Woman? 

Mir. A Dutch Woman's too compact, nay, ever 
thing among em is ſo; a Dutch Man is thick, a Dutc 
Woman is ſquab, a Dutch Horſe is round, a Dutch 
Dog is ſhort, a Dutch Ship is broad-bottom'd ; and, 
in ſhort, one wou'd ſwear the whole Product of the 
Countrey were caſt in the ſame Mold with their 
Cheeſes. | a 

Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Engliſh 
Ladies, 


Mir. 


- — 
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Mir. The Women of England were excellent, did 
they not take ſuch unſutterable pains to ruin what 
Nature has made fo incomvarably well; they wou'd 
be delicate Creatures indeed, cou'd they but throughly 
arrive at the French Mien, or entirely let it alone; for 
they only ſpoil a very good Air ot their own, by an 
aukward Imitation of ours; their Parliaments and our 
Taylors give Laws to their three Kingdoms. But 
come, Duretete, let us mind the buſineſs in hand; 
Miſtreſſes, we muſt have, and mult take up with the 
manutacture of the Place, and upon a competent dili- 
gence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris ſhall match the La- 
lians from top to toe. 

Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will! do well enough, but 
what will become of your Friend; you know I am 
ſo plaguy bathful, ſo naturally an Aſs upon theſe occa- 
ſions, that 

Mir. Pſhaw, you muſt be bolder, Man: Travel three 
Years, and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhfulncſs ! A 
great luſty Fellow! and a Soldier! fye upon it. 

Dur. Look'e, Sir, I can viſit, and I can og]: a little, 
as thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs a- 
bundantly, and make a ſluft to but if they chance 
to give me a forbidding Look, as ſome Women, you 
know, have a deviliſh Caſt with their Eyes, ——or it 
they cry. —what d'ye mean; what d'ye take me for? 
Fye, Sir, remember who I am, Sir———— A Perſon of 
Quality to be us'd at this rate! I-gad I'm ſtruck as flat 
as a Frying-pan. 

Mir. Words o' courſe! never mind em: Turn you 
about upon your heel with a jante Air ; hum out the 
end of an old Song; cut a croſs Caper, and at her a- 

ain. 

a Dur. [imitates him.) No hang it, 'twill never do. 
Oons, what did my Father mean by ſticking me 
up in an Univerlity, or to think that I ſhou'd gain any 
thing by my Head, in a Nation whoſe Genius lies all in 
their Heels! Well, if ever I come to have 
Children of my own, they ſhall have the — 
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of the Countrey, they ſhall learn to dance before they 
can walk, and be taught to ſing before they can ſpeak. 

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh Humour, 
put on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all Ha- 
zards, thou'rt a ſtout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good 
Eſtate, look bluff, hector, you have a good Side-box 


Face, a pretty impudent Face; ſo, that's pretty well. 


This Fellow went abroad like an Ox, and 1s re- 
turn'd like an Aſs. [Aſide. 

Dur. Let me ſee now, how I look. [ Pulls out a 
Pocket-Glaſs, and looks on't.) A Side-box Face, ſay you! 
Egad I don't like it, Mirabel. Fye, Sir, 
don't abuſe your Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a Face 
for the beſt Counteſs in Chriſtendom. 

Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as well as I ? 

Dur. Why, thou haſt impudence to ſer a good Face 
upon any thing; I wou'd change half my Gold for 
half thy Braſs, with all my heart. Who comes here ? 
Odſo, Mirabel, your Father! 


Enter Old Mirabel. 


Old Mir. Where's Bob ? dear Bob ? 

Mir. Your Bleiling, Sir. 

Old Mir. My Bleſſmg ! Dam ye, you young Rogue; 
why did not you come to ſee your Father firſt, Sirrah? 
My dear Boy, I am heartily glad to ſee thee, my dear 
Child, faith Captain Duretete, by the Blood of the 
Mirabels, Im yours: Well, my Lads, ye look bravely 
'taith, Bob, haſt got any Money left? 

Mir. Not a Faithing, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why, then I won't gi' thee a Souſe. 

Mir I did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtoles. 

Old Mir. Why, then here's ten more; I love to be 
charitable to thoſe that don't want it: Well, and 
how d'ye like Italy, my Boys? 

Mir. O the Garden of the World, Sir; Rome, Naples, 
Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others —— all fine. 

Gi Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo! And they tay, that Chiari 
15 very hne too. 


Dir. 


| 
| 
| 
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Dur. Indifterent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcurvy 
Air, the moſt unwholeſome to a French Conſtitution in 
the World. 

Mir. Pſhaw, nothing on't ; theſe raſcally Gazetteer: 
have miſinform'd you. 

Old Mir. Miſinform'd me! Oons, Sir, were not we 
beaten there ? 

Mir. Beaten, Sir ! the French beaten ! 

Old Mir. Why, how was it, pray ſweet Sir. 

Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 

Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. 

Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. 

Dur. Your Son ſaw more than I, Sir, for he was a 
Looker on. 

Old Mir. Confound you both for a brace of Cowards : 
here are no Germans to over-hear you; why don't ye 
tell me how it was ? 

Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd 
up a Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well-dreſs'd Fellows in 
the Univerſe ; our Commanders at the Head of us, all 
Lace and Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball I 
don't believe there was a Man of em but cou'd dance 
a Charmer, Morbleu. 

Old Mir. Dance ! very well, pretty Fellows, Faith ! 

Mir. We caper'd up to their very Trenches, and there 
ſaw peeping over a parcel of Scare-crow, Olive-colour'd, 
Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 

Dur. I-gad, I ſhall never forget the Looks of em, 
while I have Breath to fetch. 

Mir. They were fo civil indeed as to welcome us 
with their Cannon ; but for the reſt, we found 'em 
ſuch unmannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that we grew 
tir'd of their Company, and ſo we e'en danc'd back 
again. ET 

Old Mir. And did ye all come back? 

Mir. No, two or three thouſand of us ſta, d be- 
hind. 

Old Mir. Why. Bob, Why? 

Mir. Pſhaw 


becauſe they cou'd not come that 
Night. — But come, Sir, ve were talking of ſome- 
thing 
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thing elſe ; pray how does your lovely Charge, the fair 
Oriana ? 

Old Mir. Ripe, Sir, juſt ripe ; you'll find it better 
engaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell 

ou. -And what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, 

if 1 had a Venus for thee too? Come, Bob, your Apart- 
ment is ready, and pray let your Friend be my Gueſt 
too, you ſhall command the Houſe between ye, and IU 
be as merry as the beſt of you. 

Mir. Bravely faid, Father. 
Let Miſers bend their Age with niggard Cares, 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs; 
Who, living, ſtint their Sons what Youth may Crave, 
And make 'em revel o'er a Father's Grave. 
The Stock on which I grew, does ſtill diſpenſe 
Its Genial Sap into the blooming Branch ; 
The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root is grown, 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


The End of the frſt ACT. 
STOTOLOLSLOLOPOLOLO TODO LOTS PODS LO PO DOSES 
AG H. 

SCENE, old Mirabe!'s Houſe. 


Oriana and Biſarre. 


Bi. ND you love this young Rake, d'ye ? 
Ori. Yes. 

Biſ. In ſpight of all his ill Uſage, 

Ori. ] can't help it. ‚ 

Biſ. What's the matter wi' ye? 

Ori. Pſhaw! 
Bi. Um! before that any young, lying, ſwear- 
ing, flattering, rakehelly Fellow, ſhow'd play ſuch Tricks 
With me, I wou'd wear my Teeth to the ſtumps with 

3 Lime 
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Lime and Chalk.——O, the Devil take all your Caſſandra's 
and Cleopatra's for me. Prithee mind your Airs, 
Modes and Faſhions ; your Stays, Gowns, and Furbe- 
lows. Hark'e, my Dear, have you got home your 
Furbelow'd Smocks yet ? 

Ori. Prithee be quiet, Biſarre ; you know, I can be 
as mad as you, when this Mirabel is out of my Head. 

Biſ. Pſhaw | would he were out, or in, or ſome way 
to make you eaſy. I warrant now, you'll play the 
Fool when he comes, and ſay you love him; eh! 

Ori. Moſt certainly; I can't diſſemble, Bijarre :=—— 
beſides, tis paſt that, we're contracted. 

Bi/. Contracted ! alack a-day, poor thing. What, 
you have chang'd Rings, or broken an old Broad-piece 
between you! Heark'e, Child, han't you broke ſome- 
thing elſe between ye? 

Ori. No, no, I can aſſure you. 

Bi/. Then, what d'ye whine for ? Whilſt I kept 
that in my power, I wou'd make a Fool of any Fel- 
low in France, Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love a lit- 
tie Coquetting with all my heart ! my Buſineſs ſhou'd 
be to break Gold with my Lover one hour, and crack 
my Promiſe the next; he ſhou'd find me one Day 
with a Prayer-book in my Hand, and with a Play-book 
another. He ſhou'd have my Conſent to buy the Wed- 
ding-Ring, and the next nioment wou'd I laugh in his 
Face. Gs 

Ori. O my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon 
my Heart, than there is upon my Contcience, I wou'd 
{toon throw the Contract out of doors; but the miſ- 
chief on't is, I am fo fond of being ty'd that I'm 
torc'd to be juſt, and the ſtrength of my Paſſion keeps 
down the Inclination of my Sex. But here's the old 
Gentleman. 


Enter Old Mirabel. 


Old Mir. M here's my Wenches ? where's my two 
tile Gris: Eh! Have a care, look to your ſelves, 
| taith, 


The Way to win him. 25 


faith, they're a coming, the Travellers are a coming. 
Well! which of you two will be my Daughter-in-Law 
' now ? Biſarre, Biſarre, what ſay you, Mad-cap ? Mirae 
bel is a pure wild Fellow. 

Biſ. I like him the worſe. 

Old Mir. You lye, Huſley, you like him the better, 
indeed you do: What ſay you, my t'other little Fil- 
bert? he! 

Ori. J ſuppoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for himſelf, 
dir. 
Old Mir. Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid; and fo he 
* hail. 

5 


Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 


Bob. Heark'e, you ſhall marry one of theſe Girls, 
$ Sirrah. 
Mir. Sir, I'll marry 'em both, if you pleaſe. 
Biſ. [Aſide.] He'll find that one may ſerve his 
I turn. 
Old Mir. Both ! Why, you young Dog, d'ye banter 
me ? Come, Sir, take your Choice—— Daretete, 
zou ſhall have your Choice too; but Robin ſhall chuſe 
tr't, Come, Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made his Fa- 
ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houle——let me ſce. 
Old Mir. Well! which d'ye like? 
Air. Both. 
Old Mir. But which will you marry ? 
Mir. Neither. 
Old Mir. Neither! Don't make me angry now, 
Bog; pray don't make me angry. — Look'e, Sirrah, if 
don't dance at your Wedding to-morrow, J ſhall be 
cy glad to cry at your Grave. 
Mir. That's a Bull, Father. 
Old Mir. A Bull i Why, how nov, ungrateful Sir, 
10 make thee a Man, that thou ſhonldſt make me a 
ut 2 . 
Mir. Your Pardon, Sir, I on'y meant your Expreſ- 
Lon, 
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Old Mir. Heark'e, Bob, learn better Manners to your 
Father before Strangers: I won't be angry this time. 
But oons, if ever you do't again, you Rajca!, 
remeinber what I ſay. [ Exit, 
Mir. Pſhaw, what does the old Fellow mean i; 
mewing me up here with a couple of green Girlz? | 
Come, Duretete, will you go? 

Ori. I hope, Mr. Aiiravel, you ha'n't forgot. 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I ha'n't forgot, I have brought 
you a thouland little 1ralian Curioſities; Tl aflure you, 
Madam, as far as a hundred Piſtoles wou'd reach, | 
hi'n't torgot the leaſt Circumſtance. 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. 

Air. Odio, the Relicks, Madam trom Roze. I do 
remember now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before 
my departure; a Vow of Chaltity, or ſomething lik: 
it; was it not, Madam? 

Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd ar preſent. [Exit 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon ine with her 
Contract——— Wou'd 1 might ditpatch rother. 
Dur. Mirabel, ——— that Lady there, obſerve her, 
ſhe's wondrous pretty, faith, and ſeems to have bu: 
tew Words; I like her mainly; ſpeak ro her, Man, 
prithee ſpeak to her 
A lir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who declares 

Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare nothing 
What the Devil do you mean, Man ? 

Mir. He ſays, Madam, that you are as beautiful as an, 
Angel. | 

Dur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam; I fay no tuc! 
thing: Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I ſhall dro 
down with Shame. 

Mir. And fo, Madam, not doubting but your Lady 
ſhip may like him as well as he does you, I think! 
proper to leave you together. 1 
"Going, Duretete holds Hin, 

Dur. Hold, hold, — Why Mirabel, Friend, turf. 
you won't be fo barbarous as to leave me alone. Pr, 
thee ſpeak to her for your felt, as it were. Lor 
Lord, that a Freachman ſhould want Impudence: 
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Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam. 
deat, Captain. 

Dur. I had much rather have her dumb. 

Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiles 
ſome extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which 
moves us with a Curioſity to enquire the Subject of 
your Ladyſhip's Contemplation. Not a Word! 

Dur. I hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs; it ſhe be, 
\he's mine his moment. Mirabel, d'ye think a 
Woman's Silence can be natural ? 

Biſ. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubi- 
table, and proceed only upon admittance——— 

Mir. Hoyty toyty! what a Plague have we here? 


27 
She's 


Plato in Petticoats! 


Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks in my 


Biſ. 'Tis expos'd to Invalidity from a contradictory 


inſtance, looks only upon common Operations, and 1s 
innnite in its Termination. 


Mir. Rare Pedantry. 


Bur. Axioms! Axioms! Selt-evident Principles. 


Biſ. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind 


is pre- 
occupate. 


O Gentlemen, I hope you'll pardon ra 
ogication; I was involv'd in a profound Point of Phi- 
olophy ; but I ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being 
atisfy'd that the Subject is not agreeable to your 
parks, that profeſs the Vanity of the Times. 


Exit. 
Mir. Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do you hear, 


uretete? Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Auſterity ? 
Dur. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: My own Ta- 
nt to a T. I! match her in Dialects, faith. I was 
ren Years at the Univerſity, Man, nurs'd up with 
bara, Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you 
rer know, Man, that 'twas Metaphyſicks made me 
Afs? It was, faith. Had ſhe talk'd a word of Sing- 
g, Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or the like, I had foun- 
7d at the firſt Step; but as the is——Atzrabel, with 
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Mir. You don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more Honour, 

Mir. Bravely refolv'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this frozen Snow-bail, twill be a Conqueſt 
above the Alps. 

Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near me? 

Mir. Upon all Occaiions, never fear. 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall ſee me in two Moments 
make an Induction trom my Love to her Hand, from 
her Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her 
Heart, and ſo conclude in her Bed, Categorematice. 

Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is en- 
ter d. But here comes one to ſpoil my Sport; 
now ſhall I be teiz'd to death with this old - faſhion d 
Contract. I ſhou'd love her too, if I might do i: 
my own way, but ſhe'!! do nothing without Wit-f 
neſſes for ſooth. I wonder Women can be fo immo- 
deſt. 


Enter. Oriana. 

Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me? 

Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? 

Mir. Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm naturally 
ſway'd by Inclination. 

Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir? 

Mir. All I remember of that Contract is, that it was 
made ſome three Years ago, and that's enough in con- 
ſcience to forget the reſt ont. 

Ori. Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recolle& the paſling of 
it; for in that Circum ſtance, I preſume, lies che forces 
of the Obligarion. 

Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon th: 
Will, are no tye upon the Conſcience; I was a Save t 
to my Patton vehen' ] paſs'd the Inftrument, but th! 
Recovery of my Freedom makes the Contract vod. N*' 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Corapuliion wich 
was your own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection . 
your own Deſues has not the Virtue of a forcibF+ 
Conſtraint: And you will find, Sir, that to picad youſſ®! 
Paſſion for the killing of a Man, weill hardly exempfſ 
you from the Juſtice of the Puniſument. 
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| Mir. And fo, Madam, you make the Sin of Mur— 
edit, ther and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, be- 
eſt cauſe that Hanging and Matrimony are ſo much 
| alike. 
I Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions I expec- 
ted from the Raillery of your Humour, but I hope for 
\ents | very ditficrent Sentiments from your Honour and Ge- 
TOM | nerolity. A ; 
her Air. Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity, tis at 
e. þ your Service, with all my Heart: II. Keep you a Coach 
en- and fix Horſes, it you pleaſe, only permit me to keep 
ort; I my Honour to my ſcif; for I can atlure you, Madam, 
ond that the thing call'd Honour is a Circumſtance abſo- 
do i: þ utcly unneceſlary in a natural Cer:e:pondence berween 
Wir- Male and Female, and he's a Mad-man that 1ay's it out, 
amo- conſidering its Scarcity, upon any ſuch trivial Occa- 
ſions. There's Honour requir'd of us by our Friends. 
and Honour due to our Enemies, and they return it to 
us again; but I never heard of a Man that left but an 
Inch of his Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou'd 
urally erer get the leaſt account on't——— Conlider, Madam, 
you have no ſuch thing among ye, ani tis a main 
Point of Policy to keep no Faith with Reprobates 
it waz} £2012 art a pretty little Reprobate, and ſo ger thee about 
a con-Ith, Bulſineis, 

Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will alovs to the Gatety 
ing of of your Temper; your Travels have improv'd your 
e reel Talent of Talking, but they are not of Force, I hope, 

to impair your Morals. 

on te Air. Morals! Why there 'tis again nov; tell 
a Sletheg, Child, there is not the leaſt occaſion for Morals 
zur tan any Buſineſs between you and 1 Don't you 
void, Itnow that of all Commerce in the World there is no 
which} Cozenage and Deceit as in the Traffick between 
tion n and Woman; we ſtudy all our Lives long how to 
forcib$Þut Tricks upon one another What is your Bu- 
ad voufftnels now, from the time you throw away your ar- 
exemp Lactal Babies, but how to get natural ones with the 
ot Advantage! No Fow:er lays abroad more 
MiPets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 

B 3 you 


* 


— — 
— 0 
x 2 41 


ws. 


— 
ä Zn ay > 


— 


— 


1 
— — 


. 


„ my,” 


- 


- — ag  —aA> oo ogy % T a Ce »— > 3» 
; 3 — 


. 
2 


— — 


30 The Inconſtant: Or, 


You do to catch poor innocent Men 


Why do vou 
fit three or four Hours at your Toylet in a Morning? | 
only with a vilenous Delign to make ſome poor Fe- 
low a Fool before Night. What are your langui — | 
Looks, your ſtud) d Airs and Aﬀectations, but fo ma:: 
Baits and Dovices to delude Men cut of their dear Li. 


berty and ee. What d' ye ligh for? Wh 
dye ; weep for? What d'ye pray for? Why for a Hut. 
band: That is, you imp! ors Providence to aſſiſt vou jr 
the juſt and pious Deſign of making the witeſ of lu. 
Creatures a Fool, and the Head of the Creation 3 
Slave. | 

Ori. Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am reſolvd 
76 oy it. 

Mir. Hold, Hold, Madam, not fo fait As you 
nave Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; 90 
we have Vorvs, Oarhs, and Proteſtations, of all Sort: 
and Sizes to make Fools of you. As you are ver; 
ſtrange and whimſical Creatures, ſo we are ailow'd 1: 
ung xccountable ways of managing you. And this, in 
ſort, my dear Crea ture. is aur preſe nt Condition, 1 
have ſworn and ly'd ricky to gain my Ends of you: 
VOUTr Lady ſtup has patch and painted violent! 4 0 
117 your Ends of me Bat, ne de we are both 

appointed, let us make a drawn Battle, and part cle. 
on both ſides. 

Ori. With all my Heart, Sir; giv 
tract, and l'il never ice your Face a 

Mir. Indeed 1 won't, Chill. 

Ori. What, Sir. ne ither do one nor tot her? 

Mir. No, you ſhall die a lad, unleſ⸗ ; you pleaſe to 
be otherwiſe upon my Terms. 

Ori. What do you 55 by this. Sir? 

Air. Why, to ſtarve you imo Compliance; look“ 
you ſhall never m arg any Man; and you had as good 
let me do you a K nineis as a Stranger. 

Ori. Sir, you're — 

Alir. Var am. T7, Miſtreſs ? 

Ori. A Villain, Sir. 


e me up my Cor- 
again. 
— 


A . 
Hung ; 


eaſe to 


loo“ 
8 go 


Air 


. . yan 
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Air. I'm glad on't I never knew an honeſt 
Fe.ow in my Life, but was a Villain upon theſe Oc- 
calions. Ha'n't you drawn your ſelf now into 8 
very pretty Dilemma? Ha, ha, ha; the poor I. ady has 
made a Vow of Virginity, when ſhe thought of mak- 
ing a Vow tor the contrary. Was ever poor Woman 
ſo cheated into Chaſtity? 

Ori. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends 
as powerful, and both ſhall be put to the Teſt, to do 
me Juſtice, 

Air. What! you'll force me to marry you, will yes 

Ori. Sir, the Law ſhall. 

Air. But the Law can't force me to do any thing 
ele, can it? 

Ori. Pſhaw, I deſpiſe thee, Monſter. 

Mir. Kiſs and be Friends then Don't cry, Child, 
ind vou ſhall have your Sugar— plumd Come, 

Madam, d'ye think 1 could be ſo unreaſonable as to 
make vou faſt ul your Lite long? No, I did bur jeſt, 
YOu ſhall have e your Liberty; z here, take your Contract, 
and give me mine. 

Ori. Rs Won't. 

Mir. Th! What is the Girl a Fool? 

Ori. No. Sir, you ſhall! find me cunning enough to 
do mv {et Juſtice and tince I mult not depend Upon 
vour Love, Il be reveng'd, and force you to marry 
me out of ſpighr. 

Mir. Then Il beat thee out of ſpight; and make a 
moſt contounded Husband. 

Ori. O Sir, I ſhall match ye: A good Husband makes 
1 good Wite ar any time. 

Mir. I'll rattle down your China about your Ears. 

Ori. And Iii rattle about the City to run you in Debt 
for more. 

Mir. Your Face-mending Toylet ſhail fly out of the 
Window. 

Ori. And your Face-mending Perriwig ſhail fly atter 
It. 

Mir. Til tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and 

B 4 when 
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when you ſwoon for Vexation, you ſha'n't have 3 
Penny ro buy a Bottle of Hart's-horn. 

Ort. And you, Sir, ſhall have Hart's-horn in abun- 
dance. 
Mir. II keep as many Miſtreſſes as I have Coach- 


Horſes. 


Ori. And III keep as many Gallants as you have | 
Grooms. 

Mir. II lie with your Woman before your Face. 

Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your back. 

Mir. But, {veer Madam, there is ſuch a thing as | 
Divorce. 

Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as Alimony, 
jo divorce on, and {pare not. [ Exit, 

Air. Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance is the Devil — 
there's their Refuge——o' my Conſcience, one wou'd 
take Cuckoidom for a meritorious Action, becauſe the 
Women are ſo handſomely rewarded for't. 

[ Exit. 


SCENE E changes to a large Parlour in the 
ſame Horſe. 


Enter Duretcte and Petit. 

Dur. And ſhe's mighty pceviſh, you ſay? 

Pet. O Sir, ſhe has a Tongue as long as my Leg, 
and talks fo crabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe always 
ipoke Welſh. 

Dur. That's an odd Language, methinks for her Phi- 
loſophy. 

Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a Day with- 
out ſpeaking a Word, and talk Oracles all the while by 
the Wrinkles of her Forehead, and the Motions of her 
Eyc-brows. 

Dur. Nay, I ſhall match her in philoſophical Ogles, 
faith; that's my Talent: I can talk beſt, you mult 
know, when I jay nothing. 

Pet. But d'ye cver laugh, Sir? 

Dur. Laugh! Won't the endure laughing? 


Pet. 


Pet. 


Logick, and all that, you know 
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Pet. Why ſhe's a Critick, Sir, ſhe hates a Jeſt, for 


fear it ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in Hu- 


mour but what gives her the Spleen. And then for 


Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been practiſing 
hard Words, and no Senſe, this Hour to entertain 
her. 

Pet. Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that 


you may have a View of her Behaviour before you 


begin. 

, = I long to engage her, leſt I ſhou'd forget my 
Leſſon. 

Pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 

[Exit Pet. and Dur. ſtands peeping behind the Curtain. 


Enter Biſarre and Maid. 

Bif. [With a Book Pſhaw, hang Books, they ſour 
our Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complexi- 
ons. [Throws away the Book. 

Dur. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all 
Ariſtotle. 

Bi. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fiddle, 
there's no body near us. 


Enter Fiddler. 
Dur. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 
Fif. lere, Friend, a Minuet — quicker Time; ha — 
weu'd we had a Man or two. © 
Dur. [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the Devil ſooner, 
my dear dancing Philoſopher. 
Biſ. Uds my Life!-—Here's one. 
Runs to Dur. and hales him back. 
Dur. Is all my learn'd Preparation come ro this? 
Biſ. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 


boy you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one 
come, ſtrike up — I know you dance wel, Sir, 
you're finely {hap'd for't— Come, come, Sir; quick, 
quick, you miſs the Time elſe. 


Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 
B 5 Biſ. 
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Bif. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 
come. 

Dur. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 

Biſ. Hang Diale&ticks— Mind the time— quicker 
Sirrah, (To the Fidler] Come, — and how d'ye find 
your ſelf now, Sir? 

Dur. In a fine breathing Sweat, Doctor. 

Biſ. All the better, Patient, all the better; 
Come, Sir, ſing now, ſing, I know you {ing wel 
I ſee you have a ſinging Face; a heavy dull Sonato 
Face. 

Dur. Who, I ſing? 

Biſ. O you're modeſt, Si but come, fit down, 
cloſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle of Wine Come, Sir, 
fa, la, la; ſing, Sir. 

Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 

Biſ. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt. Come, fill me: 
Bumper here, Sir, bleſs tht King. 

By 


Dur. Wou'd I were out of his Dominions. 
this Light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 

Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill i: 
higher. Now, Sir, can you drink a Health unde: 
your Leg? 

Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 

Bi. Come, off with it, to the Bottom. — Now, how 
d'ye like me, Sir? 

Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. 

Biſ. You ſee how a Woman's Fancy varies, ſome 
times ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickiome. 
—— And how d'ye like the Humour? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, 
for 1 am heartily tir'd. 

Zi. Fye upon't; a young Man, and tir'd ! up forff 
Name, and walk about, Action becomes us— 4a litt.: 


taſter, Sir — What d'ye Dake of my Lady I. 


Pale, and Lady Coquet, the Duke's fair Daughter? Ha! 
Are they not brisk Laſſes? Then there is black Mrs 
Beiluir, and brown Mrs. Bellface. 

Dur. They are ail Strangers to me, Madam. 
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Jarice, Bi. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not al- 

ways deſpicable O Lard. Sir, it young Mrs. Ba 

gatell had kept her ſelf ſingle till this time of day 

icker., vrhat a Beauty there had been! And then, you know 

e finn the charming Mrs. Aſonbeylove, the fair Gem of Se. 
Ger mains. 

Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. 

— %% And then you muſt have heard of the English 
well! Beau, Spleena more, how unlike a Gentleman 
Sona) Dur. Hey not a Syilable on't, as I hope to be ſa- 
ved, Madam. 

Biſ. No! Why then play me a Jig. Come, Sir. 
down} Dur. By this Light I cannot; faith, Madam, I have 
e, Sit, ſprain'd my Leg. 

Bi/. Then ſit you down, Sir; and no tell me what's 

your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand? Quick, 
me i quick, diſparch—— Odſo, may be you are ſome Gen- 
tleman's Servant, that have brought me a Letter, or a 
— Þ;} Haunch of Veniſon. | 
Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 
„ filth B/ O; cry you Mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I miſ- 
; under} took you, upon my Word; you are one of the tra- 
velling Gentlemen-—and pray, Sir. how do ail our im- 
pudent Friends in Italy? > 
7, howWI“ Dur. Madam, I came to wait on vou with a more 
ſertous Intention than your Entertainment has anf\ver'd, 

Bif. Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the 

ſome|Þ orcaceſt Affront imaginable, howc er your Expreſſions 

kſome ] may turn it to a Complement: Your Vifr, Sir, was 
ntended as a Prologue to a very fcuryy Pay, of which 

er you dr. Mirabel and you ſo handiomely laid the P.ot—- 
Marry! No, no, Im a Man of more Honour. Where's 

up forfour Honour ? Where's your Courage now? Ads my 
-a litt Lite, Sir, 1 have a great mind to Kick ou - 
ady Lisoo, go to your Feiow-Rake now, rail at my Sex, 
r? Haſſfnd get drunk for Vexation, and write a Lampoon 


k Mrs. 


But 1 muſt have vou to know Sir, that my 
Reputation is above the Scandal of 2 Libel, my Vir- 
de is ſuſicientix approv'd to thoſe whole Opinion is 


„ 
m 


| 
. 
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my Intereſt: And for the reſt, let them talk what they | 


will; for when I pleaſe Ill be what I pleaſe, in ſpight 
of you and all Mankind; and ſo, my dear Man of 
Honour, if you be tir'd, con over this Leſſon, and in 
there til] I come to you. [Runs off. 

Dur. Tum ti dum. [ Sings.] Ha, ha, ha, Ads my 


Life: I have a great mind to kick you !—— Oons and | 


Contuſion! [Starts up] Was ever Man fo abus'd 
Ay, Mirabel ſet me on. 


Enter Petit. 
Per. Well, Sir, how d'ye find your ſelf? 
Dur. You Son of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'ye come to 
abuſe me? Tl] kick you with a Vengence, you Dog. 
[Petit runs off, and Dur. after bim. 


AC: ML 
SCENE continues, 


Old Mirabel and the Young. 


Old Mir. B OB, come hither, Bob. 
Mir. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? 
Old Mir. Are not you a great Rogue, Sirrah ? 


Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenſion, Sit, 


for I've heard ſay, that 1 reſemble my Father. 


Old Mir. Your Father is your very humble Slave—f 
I tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fellow, 
and I love thee heartily; and a very great Villain, and 


I hate thee mortally. 

Mir. Villain, &! Then I muſt be a very impudent 
one, for I can't recolle& any Paſſage of my Lite that 
I'm aſham'd of. 

Old Mir, Come hither, my dear Friend ; doſt ſee this 
Picture? [Shews him a little Picture. 

Mir 


. 
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Mir, Oriana's? Pſhaw ! 

Old Mir. Whar, Sir, won't you look upon't? 
Bob, dear Bob, prithee come hither now 
want any Money, Child ? 

Mir. No, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why then here's ſome for thee; come here 
now How canſt thou be ſo hard-hearted, an 
unnatural, unmannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, Child, 
I 2'n'r angry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely, good- na- 
tur'd dear Rogue Why, ſhe ſighs for thee, 
and cries for thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs for thee, 
the poor little Heart of it is like to burſt — 
Come, my dear Boy, be good - natur'd like your nown 
Father, be now —— and then ſee here, read this 
A — be Effigies of the lovely Oriana, with ten 


Doſt 


thouſand Pound to her Portion ten thouſand Pound 


you Dog; ten thouſand Pound you Rogue; how dare 


you refuſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, you impu- 


dent Raſcal ? 

Mir, Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir? 

Old Mir. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten thou- 
{ad Tongues, you cou'd not out- talk ten thouſand Pound, 
Sir. 

Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, Sir! 
il take Poſt for 1taly this Moment. 

Old Mir. Ah! the Fellow knows I won't part with 
him. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay ? 

Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage has 
had in the World, is enough to fix it for a publick 
Good, and to draw every body into the Common Cauſe 
bur there are ſome Conſtitutions, like ſome Inſtru- 
ments, ſo peculiarly ſingular, that they make tolerable 
Mufick by themſelves, but never do well in a Conſort. 

Old Mir. Why this is Reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but yet 
tis Nonſenſe tco; for tho' you ſhou'd reaſon like an 
Angel, if you argue yourſcit out of a good Eſtate, you 
talk like a Fool. 


Mir. 
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Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with the 


Riches of Crœſus, you leave me but a Beggar for wan: | 


of my Liberty. 

Old Mir. Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard ? 
'Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education? was it to 
diſpute me out of my Senſes ? Of what Colour now is 
the Head of this Cane? You'll fay 'tis white, and, ten 
to one, make me believe it too I thought tha: 
young Fellows ſtudy'd to get Money. 


Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to deſpiſe it ; my Rex- | 


ding was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 


Old Mir. There he has me agen now. But, Sir, did | 


not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpect pray ? 

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir; 
wa'n't that an Obligation? 

Mir. And boos I wou'd have it ſtill an Obligation, 
I avoid Marriage. 

Old Mir. How is that, Sir ? 

Air. Becauſe L wou'd not curſe the hour I was 
born. 

Old Mir. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 
of my Deſigns, but I'll command you out of yours; 
and tho you may convince my Reaſon that you arc 
in the right, vet there is an old Attendant of Sixty 
three, call'd Poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the Wits 
in Ttaly, ſhall ever be able to ſhake ; ſo, Sir, you're 
a Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk, bur II be 
obey d. | 

Aſir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman 
than the Father ; they firſt give us breeding that they 
don't underſtand, then they turn us out of Doors 'caulc 
we are wiſer than themtelves. But I'm a little afore- 
hand with the old Gentleman. [A/zde.} Sir, you have 
been pleas'd to ſettle a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year 
upon me; in return of which, I have a very great Ho- 
nour for you and your Family, and ſhall take care that 
your only and beloved Son ſhall do nothing to make 
him hate his Father, or to hang himſelf. So, dear Sir, 
I'm vour very humble Servant. Runs of 

Ot. 
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Old Mir. Here, Sirrah, Rogue, Bos, Villain! 


Enter Dugard. 


Dug. Ah, Sir, 'tis but what he deſerves. 

Old Mir. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 
have you to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir ? 

Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 

Old Mir. What have you to do with my Words ? I 
have ſwallow'd my Words already, I have eaten them 
up, and how can you come at 'em, Sir ? 

Dug. Very ealily, Sir: Tis but mentioning your 
in yore Ward, and you will throw them up again imme- 
diate 

. Mir. Sir, your Siſter was a fooliſh young Fli-- 
to truſt any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, 
like him. 

Dug. Cry you mercy, old Gentleman, I thought we 
ſhou'd have the Words again. 

Old Mir. And what then? Tis the way with young 
Fellows to light old Gent!-men's Word, you never 
mind em when you oughr. I ay, that Bo#'s 
an honeſt Fellow, and who dares deny it? 


Enter Biſaric. 


Biſ. That dare I, Sir: I fav, thac gur Son 
is a wild, foppiſh, vehimſical, i pertinent Conoogma 
and were I abus'd as his Gentle. 's Siſter i: | wou'd 
make it an Italian Quarrel, and pp ton the hal La- 
mily. 

Dug. Come, Sir, tis no time for irifling, mv © fer 
is abus'd; you are made ſenſible of AHont, our 

Honour is concern'd to lee her red fy 

Old Mir. Look'e, Mir. Dugard, - > ol Word: d far 

theſt. I will do your Sista. 1 ut it m. b 
ter my own rate, no body muſt a m/ Son V- 
ſeif. For altho' Roëin be a ſad Dor 2 vet hes :J's 

Puppy but my own. 

Biſ. Ay, that's my beet. natur d, kind d 17s 
man — "Whee« ling Pi, 5:1] * 2 Wa i} be EE Cd, if 

you'll join with us in the Plor. 2 

O.. 
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Old Mir. Ah, you coaxing young Baggage, wha: 


Plot can you have to wheedle a Fellow of Sixty three? 


Biſ. A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to 


bring other People together, Sir; a Spaniſh Plot let; 
dangerous than that of Eighty eight, and you muſt act 
the Spaniard, cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; and 
it he ſhou'd, your Authority protects you from a Quar- 
rel, to which Oriana is unwilling to expoſe her Brother. 


Old Mir. And what part will you act in the Buſineſ, | 


Madam ? 

Bi/. Myſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfect 
Changeling : theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads 
preſently ; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, but we 
turn Fools: But I am ſtill myſelf, and he may expect 
the molt ſevere Uſage from me, cauſe J neither love 
him, nor hate him. [ Exit, 

Old Mir. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, who 
muſt open the matter to him ? | 

Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer General. And 
here he comes. 


Enter Petit. 


Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveries ; are all Friends about 


us ? 
Drug. Ay, ay, ſpeak ficely. 


Pet. You muſt know, Sir- od's my Lite, 


I'm out of Breath; you mult know, Sir vou mutt 
know 


Old Mir. What the Devil mult we know, Sir? 


— — — = 


Pet. That I have {Pants and lows} briv'd, Sir, bribd | 8 


- your Son's Secretary of State. 
Old Mir. Secretary of State! 
Heaven's ſake? 


who's that, for 


Pet. His Valet-de- Chambre, Sir? You muſt know, F*<* 


Sir, that the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's 


1 ! 
Clothes, and when he went to dit the Embroider'd Fe © 


Suit, the Secret flew out of the right Pocket of his 


Coat, in a whole ſwarm of your Crambo Songs, ſnort- ! 


footed Odes, and long-legg'd Pindaricks, 
Old Mir. Impollible! 


3 Fei 
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Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along; there was 
Oriana in every Line, but he hates Mari iage: Now, 
Sr, this Plot will ſtir up his Jealouſy, and we ſhall know 
| by the ſtrength of that how to proceed farther. , 
| Come, Sir, lets about it with ſpeed. 
|| *Tis Expedition gives our King the ſway; 

For Expedition too the — give way; 


«| Switt to attack, or ſwifi——to run away. Exeunt. 
; 

|| Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing careleſy ty one 

: another. 

s 


| B/ [ Afde.) I wonder what ſhe can ſee in this Fel- 
+ lov to like him? | 
e Air. Aſide.] I wonder what my Friend can ſce in 
.] this Girl to admire her? 
of Bil. [Afide.] A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake-hell. 
Air. {Ajide.] A light, whimiical, impertinent Mad- 
id Cap. 

Piſ. Whom do you mean, Sir? 

Mir. Whom do] you mean, Madam? 
F. A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him 
It for a humane Creature, but a prudent Reſolution to 
bang him ſelf. 

Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force me to that 
fe, Reidlution. 
ie 57. Vii do't with all my Heart. 
Mir. Then you muſt marry me. 
bi. Look'e, Sir, don't think your il! Manners to me 
ga (4! excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by fixing 
a Quarrel here, to divert my Z::ai for the abſent; for 
for Im refolv'd, nay, I come prepai'd to make you a Pa- 

t-2yrick, that ſhall mortify your Pride like any modern 
„ idication. | 
r Mir. And I, Madam, like a true modern Patron, (all 
24 (erty give you thanks for your trouble. | 
hie / Come, Sir, ro let you fee what lictie Foundation 
t- (ou have for your dear Sutacicncy, I'll take you to 
leces. 


Alir. 


et ; 
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Mir. And what 2 will you chuſe ? 

Bi. Your Heart, ©» ſure; *cauſe J ſhou'd get pre. 
ſently rid on'r; your g wou'd give to a Hecto: 
your Wit to a led :1aker, your Honour to ©: 
Atto your Body t. Phyticians, and your So. 


Alir. i "ad the oddele am laſt Night of t 


Durcheſs o %rgnmay: met! hr the Furbelows of be 
Gown were nud up fo hi chind, that I cou'd nc: 
tee her Head . r her Tail. 


Bi. The Ci ture don't m1 me! do you think 
Sir, that your h. norous Impci nence can divert nic 


No, Sir, I'm abo ge any Pleaſure har you can give, bu 


that of ſecing you miierable. And mark me, Sir, mj 

Friend, my injur'd Friend ſhall zer be doubly happr. 

and vou iha!! be a Husband as nuch as the Rites c: 

Marriage, and the Breach of em can make you. 

(Here Mir. pull: out a Virgil, aud reads to him, 
while ſhe ſpeaks.) 


Atty. [Reading.] At Regina dolos, (quis fallere fe 


Airantem *) 


Diſpmutare "tam ſperaſii, perfide, tantum Very true. 


Pojje rofas. 


By your Favour, Friend Virgil, 'twas but a raſcs- 
ly trick of your Hero o fake poor Pug ſo ine. 
manly. | 

BI. I don't know N] ii ο fay to him. The Des. 
— wha''s Vril to us, Sir? 

Air. Very much, Madam, the moſt appropo in ti: 
Wor'd for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the ve 
ry Place where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover and thi 
forſaken Lady arc battelling it tooth and nail. Come, 
Madam, iperd your Spirits no longer, we'll take at 
eaſier method: I'll be Æneas now, and you ſha!] de 
ws and we'll rail by Book. Now for you, Madam 
Dido. 
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Nec te noſter amor, nec te data dextera quondam, 
Nec Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 
Ah, poor Dido! [Looking at her. 


Biſ. Rudeneſs, Affronts, Impatience ! I cou'd almoſt 
ſtarr out even to Manhood, and want but a Weapon 
as long as his to fight him upon the ſpot. What ſhall 
I lay ? 

Mir. Now ſhe rants. 


D 1 5 ö 
Are quibus anteferam ? jam jam nec Maxima Funo. 


Biſ. A Man! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited 
away. 

Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very Words. 

Biſ. And ſome pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with 
humane Shape to palliate growing Miſchief. 

Both jpeak together, and raiſe their Voices by degrees, 


Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus horrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcanæque admorunt Utera Tigres. 


Bi/. Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels. 
Mir. [Excellent.] I ſequere Italiam ventis, pete regna 
per undas, 
Spero equidem mediis, ſi quid pia Numina poſſunt. 
[ Together again. 


Bij. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your Make, 
your Nature ſtarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch 
of Virtue, Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
_ me ſo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh at 

im. 

Mir. Bravely pertorm'd, my dear Libyan ; III 
write the Tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall act the Part: 
But you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf 
into a Fits for here the poor Lady is ſtified with Va- 
Fours, drops into the Arms of her Maids; and Ga 
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cruel, barbarous, deceitful Wanderer, is in the very 


ye. 


Sorry indeed ZEzcns ſtood 
To ſee her in a Pout; 
But Fove himielf, who ne'er thought good 
To ſtay a ſecond Bout, 
Commands him oft with all his Crew, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. Runs off, 


Fi/. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agree- 
able Fellow. O' my Conſcience I muſt excuſe Ori. 
ana. 


That Lover ſoon his angry Fair diſarms, 
Whole Slighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charms. 


Enter Petit, runs about to every Door, and knocks. 

Pet. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where are you? no where 
to be found? 

Enter Mirabel. 

Mir. What's the matter, Petit? 

Pet. Moſt critically met. Ah, Sir, that one wio 
has follow'd the Game io long, and brought the poor 
Hare juſt under his Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel Cur 
chop in, ard run away with the Puis. 

Mir. If your Worſhip can get out of your Allegories, 
be plzas'd to tell me in three Words what you mean. 
Fet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your Miſtreſs and mine | 

going to be marry d. 

Mir. 1 believe you lye, Sir. 

Per. Your hamble Servant, Sir. [ Going, 

Mir. Come hirher, Petit. Marry'd, ſay you? 

Pet. No, Sir, tis no matter; I only thought to do 
you a Service, but I ſhall take care how I confer mj 
Favours tor the future. 

Air. Sir, 1 beg ten thouſand Pardons. 


[Bowing low. 


Pet, 


next Line call d Pious Æneas.— There's Authority tor 
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Per. Tis enough, Sir. 1 come to tell you, Sir, that 
Oriana is this Moment to be ſacrific'd; marry d paſt 
Redemption. 

Mir. I underſtand her, ſhe'll take a Husband out of 
foight to me, and then out of love to me ſhe will 
make him a Cuckold; tis ordinary with Women to 
marry one Perſon for the ſake ot another, and to 
throw themſelves into the Arms of one they hate, to 
ſecure their Pleaſure with the Man they love. But 
who is the happy Man? 

Pet. A Lord, Sir. 

Mir. Im her Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant; a 
Train and a Title, hey! room for my Lady's Coach, 
a fiont Row in the Box for her Ladyſhip; Lights, 
Lights for her Honour. Now mulit I be a con- 
ſtant Attender at my Lord's Levee, to work my way 
to my Lady's Couchee a Counteſs, I preſume, 
DIC — 

Pet. A Spaniſh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dagard knew 
abroad, is come to Faris, ſaw your Miſtreſs yeſterday, 
marries her to-day, and whips her into Spain to-mor- 
TOW. 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt I iow my Cuckold 
over the Pyrenees? Had ſhe marry'd within the Pre- 
cincts of a Billet- deux, I wou'd be the Man to lead her 
to Church; but as it happens, I' forbid the Banes. 
Where is this mighty Don? 

Pet. Have a care, Sir, he's a rough crols-grain'd 


Piece, and there's no tampering wirn him; wou'd you 


:pply to Mr. Dugard, or the Lady her ſeit, ſomething 
might be done, "for it is in deſpight to vou, that the 
Bulincſs is carry'd ſo halluly. Odlo, Sir, here he comes. 
muſt be gone. Exit. 


Enter Old Mir. dreſs'd in a Span: Habit, leading 
Oriana. 

Ori. Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better 
uited your Lordſhip's Merit. My Per on, Rank, and 
Circumſtance, expoſe me as the publicx Theme of 
Raillery, and ſubject me to io injurious Ulage, ae 

Lord, 
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Lord, that I can lay no Claim to any part of your Re- 
gard, except your Pity. 

Oil Mir. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſume 
With rude Behaviour to profane ſuch Excellence! 
Shew me the Man—— 

And you hal! ſe how my ſudden Revenge 
Sha. tv. upon che Head of iuch Preſumption. 
Is this thing one? Strutting up to Mirabel. 

Mir. Sir! 

Ori. Good my Lord. 

Old Mir. If he, or any he! 

Gri. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a Stranger. 

Old Afir. O your Pardon, Sir out if you had 
remember, Sir=—the Lady now is mine, her Injuries 
are mine; therefore, Sir, you underſtand me — Come, 
Madam. Leads Oriana to the Door, ſhe 

goes off, Mir. runs to his Father, 
and pulls him by the Sleeve. 

Mir. E coute, Mionſeur Le Count. 

Old Mir. Your Butineſs, Sir? 

Alir. Boh! 

Old Mir. Boh! What Language 1s tliat, Sir ? 

Air, Spaniſh, my Lord. 

Old Mir. What d'ye mean? 

Air. This, Sir. [ Trips up his Heels. 

Old Mir. A very conciſe Quarrel, truly— 1 bully 
him.—Trinidado Seigneur, give me fair play. 

(Ofering to riſe. 

Mir. By all means, Sir, [Takes away his Sword.) Now 
Seigneur, where's that bombaſt Look, and fuſtian Face 
your Countſhip wore juſt now? 


[Strikes him. 

Oli Mir. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my 
own Son right !=Bur hold, Sirrah, no more Jeſting; 
I's your Facher, Sir, your Father, 

Mir. My Father! Then bv this Light I cou'd find 
in my heart to pay thee. [ 4j:ae.} Is the Fellow mad? 
Why ture, Sir, I ha'n't frighied you out of your Sen- 
ies? 

O. Mir. But vou have, Sir. 

N Air. 
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Mir. Then Il beat them inco you again. 

Oer to ftrite him. 

C Mir. Why Rogue — 0. dear Boo mn you 
know me, Child? 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diſtracted : 
Thou Miracle of Impudence! woud ft thou make me 
telieve that ſuch a gave Gentleman as my Father 
wou'd go 4 ade dig thus ? That a Perſon of 
threc{core and three wou'd run about in a Fool's Coat 


to dilgrace himſelf and Famiy? Why, you impudent 


Villain, do you think I w.! 15 Fr jus h wm Afront to 
pus 5 Upon my honour'd Father, my worthy Father, my 
dear Father? Sdcath, Sir, mention my Father bur once 
again, and I'll tend your Soul to thy Grandfather this 
Minute! Offering to ſtab him. 

Old Mir. Well, well, I am not your Father. 

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the fg, hectoring 
Sauiard, and I' uſe you according;y, 

O!d Mir. The Devil take the Spaniards Sir, we have 


al got nothing but Blows tince we began to take their 
part. 


Euter Duga ard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs 
to Mirabel, the reſt to the oy Gentlen An. 


Dug. Fye, rye. Miracel, murder your Father! 

Mir. My Father! What is the who's Family mad? 
G.ve me way, Sir, I won't be hed. 

Oi Mir. No? nor 1 neither; let me be gone, pray. 

Oering to go. 

Mir. My Father! 

Old Mir. Ay, "ou . "ow 1 am vour Father, 
for I have bore as much for - thee, © your locher 
ever did. 

Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems a Detign, 
a Contrivance, a Stratagem Oh! how my Bones 
ike! 

Old Air. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 

fir. V. hy, Sir, ha'n't 1 been being any Own Fieſh 
and Blood all this while? O Madam, { 10 Oriana. | | 


wiſh 
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wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dignity. Hen 


was a Contrivance indeed. 


Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, tu; 


they impos'd upon us all. 

Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Oui: 
battel for you bravely? My Father will anſwer tor th: 
Force of my Love. 

Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of You: 
own creating. ; 

Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, it! 
ſtand tamely now. Comes up between Mirabel a 
his Siſter.] Well, Sir! 

Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of YOur 
Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Landlord-face x: 


me? 
Dug. On what Preſumption, Sir, dare you aſſume: 
thus? [ Draw: 
Old Mir. What's that to you, Sir. [ Draw: 


Pet. Help, help, the Lady faints. 
[ O:1ana falls into her Maid's Arm. 
Mir. Vapours! Vapours! ſhe'!l come to her ſelf. 
It it be an angry Fir, a Dram of Aſa Futida [: 
Jealouly, Fart s-horn in Water It the Mothes 
burnt Feathers—lt Gricf, Ratifia If it be fra: 


Stays, or Corns, there's nothing like a Dram of plant 


Brandy. Er 


wou d you preſerve my Lite, endanger not your own : 
wou'd you defend my Reputarica, kave it to it ei: 
"tis a dear Vindication that's purchas'd by the Sword. 
tor tho' our Champion prove victorious, yet our Ho- 
nour is wounded. 

Old Mir. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, 
thai's another thing. Bur i think you are pretty brisx 
arwin, my Child. 

Ori. Ay, Sir, my Ind:!poittion was only a Pretence 
to divert the Quarre!; the capricious Taite of ycur 
SEN, CXCUIES thus Artitfice in ours. 


- 


For 
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For often, when our chief Perfections fail, 
Our 0 Defett; with fooliſh Men prevail. Exit. 


Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there is a way 
ſtill left to fetch him again. 

Old. Mir. Sir, Ill have no Plot that has any Relation to 
Spain. 

17 ' Do. I ſcorn all Artifice whatſoever; my Sword ſhall 
do her Juſtice. 

Pet. Pretty Juſtice, truly! Suppoſe you run him thro' 
the Body; you run her thro' the Heart at the. ſame 
time. 

* Old Mir. And me thro' the Head rot your Sword, 
dir, we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 

Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Nunnery, and 
v bring him about to declare himſelf? 

Dug. That muſt confeſs, has a Face. 

Old Mir. Face! A Face like an Angel, Sir. Ad's my 
ite, Sir, tis the moſt beautitul Plot in Chriſtendom. 
Vell about it immediately. (-Exenne. 


1 SCENE, the Street. 


u. a Duretete and Mirabel. 

he- Dur. [In a Paſſion.) And tho' I can't dance, nor 

vn ing. nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know 

lelf. Can, Sir. 

„Mir. I know thou canſt, Man. 

Bo- Dur. Sdeath, Sir, and Iwill: Let me ſee the proudeſt 
lan alive make a Jeſt of me! 

ged Mir. But I'll engage to make you amends. 

is Dur. Danc'd ro Death! Baited like a Bear! Ridicul'g' 
rearen'd to be kick'd! Confuſion! Sir, you ſet me 

erceÞ» and I Will have Satisfaction, all Mankind will point 

me. 

Mir. [ Aſide.] J muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome 

age, or *twill break upon my own Head 

epo e, Duretete, what do theſe Gentlemen laugh 


Vor. II. £5 Enter 


=_ 
_ ». 
— — 


3 * 


7 
— — 


mn —ꝓ—— — — — 


50 The Inconſtant : Or, 


1 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


Dur. At me to be ſure Sir, what made you 
laugh atme? 

1 Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry, we 

d aprivate Reaſon. 

2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. | 

Dur. Sir, Ill make you know me; mark and obſery: 
me, I won't be nam'd; it ſhan't be mention dy not even 
whiſpe:'din your Prayers at Church. *Sdeath, Sir, dye, 
{mile ? | 

1 Gen. Not I, upon my Word. 

Dur. Why then, look grave as an Ow! in a Barn, or :Þ 
Fryer with his Crown a ſhaving. 

Mir. [ Ajide to the Gent.) Don't be bully'd out of you 
Humour, Gentlemen; the Fellow's mad, laugh at him, 
and I'll ſtand by you. 

1 Gen. I-gadand ſo we will. 

Both. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. Very pretty. [Draws.] She threaten'd to Kick 
me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I'll murther ye. [ Fight! 

and beats them off, Mir. runs over to hi; fu 
'. Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duretete, there you 
” Had him, noble Captain; hey, they run, they rau 
Vidoria, Vidoria————=Ha, ha, ha how hap; 
am I in an excellent Friend! Tell me of your VirtuotoÞ © 
and Men of Senſe, a parcel of ſour-tac'd ſplenetic 
Rogues a Man of my thin Conititution ſho! 
never want a Foolin his Company: I don't affect you 
fine things that improve the Underſtanding, but hear! 
laughing to fatten my Carcaſe: And in my Conlcienc: 


- + Gin — _e 


a Man of Senſe is as melancholy without a Coxcomt © 
as a Lion without a Jackail; he hunts for our DivertoF* 
ſtarts Game for our Spleen, and pertectiy feeds us will _ 
Plcaſure. | 2 
I hate the Man who makes Acquaintance nice, ws 
And ſtil] diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; + £O 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, im, 


And muſt give Reaions for whate'er he ſays. ll: 0. 
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The Man. indeed, whoſe Converſe is fo full, 
Me me attentive. but it makes me dull: 
Giye me rhe careluts Rogue, who never thinks, 


u 
That plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 
ve Not 4 Buttoon, who is Buftoon by Trade, 
But one that Nature, not his Wanrs have made. 
Who ſtil] is merry, but doesne'er deſign it: 
ve And till is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find it. 
er Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt; 
And his moſtgrave Expreſſion is a Jeſt. Exit 
The End of the Third ACT. 
r1 
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h | SCEN E, Old Mirabel's Houſe. 
ie 4 . 
= f Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. : 
apf i ; : 
10% D. HE Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and privy 
tie to the Plot: your Son has been there, but 
non bad no Admittance beyond the Privilege of the Grate, 
vocdend there my Siſter retus'd to fee him. He went off 
war more nettled at his Repulſe, than I thought his Gaicty 
rence} cou'd admit. 
com. Old Mir. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him atout, 
ere! vrarrant ye. | 
_ E;:ter Duretcie. 
Dur. Here, where are ye all; O! Mr. Mira- 
, You have done fine things tor your Poſterity- 
5 31502, Mr. Dugard, may come 10 an{izuy this 
come to demand my Friend at your Hans; reſtore 
bim, Sir, o: I Old Nr, 
O! Air. Neſtore him! What d've think 1 lav e gc him 
Tl 17 Trunk, or my Pocket! . 
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Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe on't. 

Old Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as he when 
I begot him. 

 _ Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean? 

Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up your 
Siſter yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage. 
Or a Decoy-Duck, to draw others into the Snare? Your 
Son, Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken 
the World; and in three Words, ha 

Old Mir. Hang'd himſelf ! 

Dur. The very ſame, turn'd Fryer. 

Old Mir. Youlye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'l 
Fryer! Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave his tooliil 
Crown when the ſame Razor may cut his Throat ? 

Dur. If you have any Command, or you any Intereſ 


over him, loſe not a Minute? He has thrown him{e!'Þ 
mto the next Monaſtery, and has order'd me to pay of 


his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. 
Old Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll acrifice 


the Abbor, if he receives him; I'll try whether the 


Spiritual or the Natural Father has the moſt Right to the 


Child. But, dear Captain, what has he done with 
his Eſtate? 


Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 


Old Mir. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't ge: 


him out of their Clutches —— Ten thouſand Livre 
a Ycar upon the Church! *Tis downright Sacrilege. 
Come, Gentlemen, all hands to work; for hal 
that Sum, one of theſe Monaſteries ſhail protect you 
a Traytor from the Law, a Rebellious Wife from 
her Husband, and a Diſobedient Son from his own F 


ther. | [ Ext! 
Dug. But will ye perſuade me that he's gone toa Mo 
naſtery ? 


Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the Filles Repertie: * | 
tell you, Sir, ſhe's not fit tor the Society ot repent!ng 
Maids. | 

Dug. Why fo, Sir? 


en 


bre! 
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Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other; ſhe's too 
old to be a Maid, and too young to repent. 
Exit; Dug. after him. 


SCENE, the Inſide of a Monaſtery; Oriana id 2 
Nun's Habit; Biſarre. 


Ori. T hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting with 
this Religious Habit. 

Biſ. To me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is taking 
it in earneſt: I don't underſtand this impriſoning Peo- 
pie with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that 
Virrue which comes by Conſtraint. Belides, we 
may own to one another, that we are in the worſt 
Company when — ourſelves; for our private 
Thoughts run us into thoſe Defires, which our Pride 
reſts from the Attacks of the World; and, you may 


remember, the firſt Woman met the Devil when ſhe re- 


tir d from her Man. 
Ori. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortifi- 


cation of a Nunnery; becauſe I fancy the Habit becomes 


me. 

Biſ. A well-contriv'd Mortiſication, truly, that makes 
1 Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did be- 
Ay, my Dear, were there any Religion in 
becoming Drets, our Sex's Devotion were rightly plac'd; 
for our Toylets wou'd do the Work of the Altar; we 
ſhou'd all be Canoniz d. 

Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of Me- 
tit in dedicating a beautiful Face and Perſon to the Ser- 
vice of Religion ? 

Biſ. Not half fo much, as devoting em to a pretty 
Fellow: If our Feminality had no Bulineſs in this World, 
why was it ſent hither? Let us dedicate our beauriful 
Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for our hand- 
lome Perſons ; they become a Box at the Play, as well 
4 a Pew in the Church. 

Ori. But the Vicithtude of Fortune, the Incon- 
tancy of Man, with other Diſappoindnents of Lite, 


C3 require 
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require ſome place of Religion, for a Refuge from their 
Per iccution. 

Bi /. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any Devo- 
tion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he takes i: 
only for a Sanctuary? Don't you know that Religion 
conſiſts in Charity with all Mankind; and that you 
ſhould never think of being Friends with Heaven, ti. 
you have quarrel!d with all the World. Come, come, 
mind your Buſineſs, Mirabel loves you, 'tis now plain, 
and hold him to't; give treſh Orders that he ſhan't ſee 
vou: We get more by hiding our Faces ſometimes, 
man by expoſing them; a very Mask, you fee, whet: 
Deſire; huc a pair of keen Eyes thro' an Iron Grate, fie 
dolle upon em, with View and Diſguiſe. But I mit 
be gone upon my Affairs, I have brought my Captain 
about again, 

Ori. But why will you trouble yourſelf with tha: 
Coxcomb? 

Biſ. Becauſe he is a Coxcomb; had I not better har: 
a Lover like him, that I can make an Als of, than z 
Lover like yours, to make a Fool of me. | Knocking be- 
low.] A Meſſage from Mirabel, III lay my Life. Sl 
runs to the Door.] Come hither, Run, thou charniing 
Nun, come hither. 

Ori. What's the News? Runs to 1c, 

F.. Don't you ſee who's below? 

Ori. I ſce no body but a Fryer. 

Bi Ah! Thou poor blind Cupid ! O' my Confci 
ence, theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtanti)! 
the Feilows no ſooner turn Knaves, than we turn Foc. 
A Fryer! Don't you ſce a villainous gentee] Mein under 
that Cloak of Hypocriiy, the looſe careleſs Air of a ta. 
Rakehelly Fellow ? 

Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd Frycr ! I hope, in 
Heav'n, he's not in earneſt. 

Biſ. In earneſt: Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt? 
Now's your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly ta. 
ken for a Paſſport, to get in and try your Reſolu— 
tions; ſtick to your Habit to be ſure ; treat him with 
Diidain, rather than Anger; for Pride becomes us 

n ore 


— ä — — 


The Way to win him. 55 


more than Paſſion: Remember what I ſay, if you 
wou'd yield to advantage, and hold out the Attack; to 
draw him on, keep him off to be ſure. 


The cunning Gameſters never gain too faſt, 
But loſe at firſt, to win the more at laſt. [ Exif, 


Ori. His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, I 
don't know how; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt my- 


ſeit; would he were not come, yet I wou'd not have 


him gone neither; I'm atraid to talk with him, but I 


| love to ſce him tho”. 


What a range Power has this fantaſtick Fire, 
That makes us dread even whats we moſt deſire ! 


Enter Mirabel in Fryers Habit. 
Mir. Save you, Sitter Your Brother, young 


Lady, having a regard for your Soul's Health, has 
ſent me to prepare you for that ſacred Habit by Con- 


feſſion, 

Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. [Aſide.] 
My Brother's Care I own ; and to 8 ſacred Sir, I con- 
ics, that the great crying Sin which I have long indulg'd, 


and no prepare to expiate, was Love. My Morning 


Thoughts, my Evening Prayers, my Daily Muſings, 
Nightly Cares, was Love! My preſent Peace, my tu- 


ure Bliſs, the Joy of Earth, and Hopes of Heaven! I 


al contemn'd for Love! - 
Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt ; Death 


and Confulion, I have loſt her! [4/ide.] You con- 


teſs your Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that I 
could almolt be in love with the Sin. 

Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are 
their own Rewards; my chief Delight became my 
only Grief ; he in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart 
ſecure, turn'd Robber, and deſpoil'd the Treaſure that 
he kept. 8 


C4 Mir. 
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Mir. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, 
that like the Miſer, tho' afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it 
late. 

Ori. No, holy Father; who can be Miſer in another's 
Wealth that's Prodigal of his own? His Heart was o- 
pen, ſhar'd to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then 
become of mine? But the ſame Eyes that drew this 
Paſſion in, ſhall ſend it out in Tears, to which now hear 
my Vow. 

Mir. [ Diſcovering himſelf.) No, my fair Angel, but 
jet me repent ; here on my Knees behold the Crimi- 
nal, that vows Repentance his. Ha! No concern upon 
her! 

Ori. This Turn is odd, and the time has been, that 
tuch a ſudden Change wou'd have ſurpriz'd me into 
iome Contuſion. 

Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now re- 
rurn'd to myſelf, for I want but pardon to deſerve your 
Favour, and here I'll fix till you relent and give it. 

Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why wou'd you act a 
thing to make you kneel, Monarch in your Pleaſures to 
be Slave to your Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of your 
wandring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 
reduc'd to the baſe cringing of a bended Knee? Servile 
and Poor! Pray Heav'n this Change be real. [ Afede, 

Mir. I come not here to juſtify my Fault but my 
Submiſſion, for tho' there be a meannels in this humble 
Poſture, *ris nobler ſtill to bend when Juſtice calls, than 

o reſiſt Conviction. 

Ori. No more thy oft repeated violated Words 
reproach my weak Belief, tis the ſevereſt Calumny to 
hear thee ſpeak; that humble Poſture which once cou d 
raiſe, now mortifies my Pride; how canſt thou hope for 
Pardon from one that you affront by asking it? 

Mir. | Riſes.) In my own Cauſe II plead no more, 
but give me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard 
Injunctions of that Habit, which for my fault you 
Wear. 

Ori. Surprizing Inſolence! My greateſt Foe pre- 


t:nds to give me Counſel; but I am too warm * 
8 
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ſo cool a Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, arefix'd! but as 
our Hearts were united with the Ceremony of our 
Eyes, 1o I ſhall 1 ſome Tears to the Separation. 
(Keeps.] That's all; farewel. 

Mir. And muſt I loſe her? No. [Runs, and catches 
her.] Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the nobler 
Argument of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you re- 
ule; u're mine by Pre- contract: And where's the 
Vow fo ſacred to diſannul another? I'll urge my Love, 
your Oath, and plead my Cauſe 'gainſt all Monaſtick 
Shifts upon the Earth. 

Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher! Wou'd you prophane 
theſe holy Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my 


paſt diſgrace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, 


wou'd I provoke the Law: Urge me no farther, bur 
be gone. 

Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again. 

[ Kneels, 
Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun? 

Ori. Madneſs! Confuſion! I'm ruin'd! 

Mir. What do I hear? | Puts on his Hood. ] What did 


vou ſay, Sir? 


Old Mir. 1 ſay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you may be 
another for ought I know, Sir; I have loſt my Child by 


theſe Tricks, Sir. 


Mir. What Tricks, Sir? | 

Old Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance 
o bring my Son to reaſon, and it has made him ſtark 
mad; I have loſt him and a thou ſand Pound a Year. 

Mir. | Diſcovering himſelf.] My dear Father, I'm 
our moſt humble Servant. 

Old Mir. My dear Boy, [Runs and kiſſes him.] Wel- 
ome, ex Inferis, my dear Boy, 'tis all a Trick, fle 
o more a Nun than I am, 

Mir. No! 

Cd Mir. The Devil a bit. 

Air. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the 
"oft happy News. And now moſt venerable holy 


Aer, [ Kneels. 
UT, Joer 
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Your Mercy and your Pardon I implore, 
For the Offence of asking it before. 


Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, 
be a Nun in good earneſt; Women make the beſt Nuns 
always when they can't do otherwiſe. Ah, my dear 


Father, there is a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that 


you little think; the free Deportment of ſuch Fellows 
as I, makes more Ladics Religious, than all the Pulpits 
in France. 

Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy d 
what was ſo near Perfection! He is the Counterteit 
that has deceiv'd you. 

Old Mir. Ha! Look'e, Sir, Irecant, ſhe is a Nun. 

Mir. Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryer 
this Moment. 

Old Mir. Was ever an old Fool ſo banter'd by a Brac: 
o' young ones; hang you both, you're both Counter teits, 
and my Plot's ipoil'd, that's all. 

Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Dil 
appointment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. 

[Throws off her Habit. Exit 

Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ferv'd z 

turn for us both, and they ſhall &en go off together. 
[Takes off his HaGit. 


Thus the ſick IVretch, when tortur'd by his Pain, 
And finding all Eſſays for Life are vain ; 

hen the Phyſician can no more deſign, 

Then call the other Dottor, the Divine. 

What Vows to Heaven, wou'd Heaven reſtore hi. 
Health ; 
Vows all to Heaven, his Thoughts, his Actions, Wealth: 

But if reſtor'd to Vigour as before, 
His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs ſwore. 
Tye Body is no ſooner Rais'd and Well, 
But the weak Soul relapſes into Ill; 
To all its former Swing of Life is led, 
And leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 
Exit, throwing away the Habi: 
SCENtE 


The Way to win him. 59 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : Duretete 


eit 


his 
alth: 


with à Letter. 


Dur. [Reads,] 


| N r Rudeneſs was only a Proof of your Humour, which 


have found ſo agreeable, that I own myſelf pe- 
nitent, and willing to make any Reparation upon your 


r/t Appearance t0 
Vn Abt BIS ARRE. 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it 5 
then tarewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge ; 'tis my 
turn now to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her off, I 
warrant her. 


Enter Biſarre. 

Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me ! 
Bij. I hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty 
of. 


Dur. Of what? of a Dancing Devil. — Do you 
ove me, I fay. . 

Biſ. Perhaps 1 

Dur. What? 

Bi/. Perhaps I do not. 
Dur. Ha! abus'd again! Death, Woman, III 
Bi/. Hold, hold, Sir, I do. 1 do! f 

Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, ſtand 
there; and Ogle me now, as if your Hrart, Blood, and 
Soul were like to fly out at your Eyes Firſt, the 
din ect Surpziie [She looks full 1 him.] Right; next 
the Deux yeux par oblique. | She gives him the 
ſide Glance. Right; now depart, and languiſh. {She 
turns from him, and looks over her Shoulder.) Very 
wel:z now Sigh. [She Sighs.] Now drop your Fan a 
purpoie. [She drops her Fan.] Now take it up again: 
Come now, contels your Faults, are not you a proud 
ay after me. | 

Bi. Proud. 

Dur, Impertinent. 
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Biſ. Impertinent. 

Dur. Ridiculous. 

Biſ. Ridiculous. 

Dur. Flurt. 

Bi. Puppy. 

Dur. Zoons! Woman don't provoke me, we are 
alone, and you don't know but the Devil may tempt 
— to do you a Miſchief, ask my Pardon immedi- 
ately. | 
Biſ. I do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. 

Dur. Cry then, ha you got cer a Handkerchief ? 

Biſ. Yes, Sir. 

Dur. Cry then, handſomly; cry like a Queen in 
a Tragedy. [She pretending to cry, burſis out a laughing, 

and enter two Ladies laughing. 

Biſ. Ha, ha, ha. 


Ladies both.) Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the Furies 
flutter d about my Ears! Betray'd again! 

Biſ. That you are upon my Word, my dear Cap- 
tain; ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. The Lord deliver me. 

1 Lady. What! Is this the mighty Man with the 
Bull-face that comes to frighten Ladies? I long to fee 
him angry; come begin. 

Dur. Ah, Madam, I'm the beſt-natur'd Fellow in 
the World. 

2 Lady. A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Man- 
ners; the aukward Creature is ſome Tinker's Trull in 3 
Perriwig. 

Biſ. Come, Ladies, let's examine him. 

They lay hold on him. 

Dur. Examine! the Devil you will! | 

Biſ. III lay my Life, ſome great Dairy- Maid in 
Men's Clothes. | 

Dur. They will do't; 
Women, pray hear me. 


look'e, dear Chriſtian 


Biſ. Will you ever attempt a Lady's Honour 2. 
Dar 


gain? 
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Dar. It you pleaſe to let me get away with my 
Honour, I'd do any thing in the World. 
Biſ. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry 


mine? 


Dur. O, yes, to be ſure. 
Biſ. And will you do the ſame by me? 
Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. 
Runs out. 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical 
for our Diverſion; we'll go make an end of our 
Tea. L Exeunt. 


Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Mir. Your Patience, Sir. I tell you I won't mar- 
ry; and tho' you ſend all the Biſhops in France to 
perſuade me, I ſhall never believe their Doctrine againſt 
their Practice. 

Old Mir. But will you diſobey your Father, Sir? 

Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthtul Son lie 
lazing here, bound to a Wife, chain'd like a Monkey 
to make ſport to a Woman, ſubject to her Whims, 
Humours, Lo Vapours and Caprices, to have 
her one day pleasd, to- morrow peeviſh, the next 
day mad, the fourth rebellious; and nothing but this 
Succeſſion of Impertinence for Ages together. Be 
merciful, Sir, to your own Fleſh and Blood. 

Old Mir. But, Sir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould 
not you? 

Mir. Then you think, that Marriage, like Trea- 
ſon, ſnould attaint the whole Body; pray conſider, 
Sir, is it reaſonable becauſe you throw your ſelf 
down from one Story, that Imuſt caſt my ſelf head- 
long from the Garret Window? You wou'd compel 
me to that State, which 1 have heard you curſe your 
ſelf, when my Mother and you have battel'd it for a 
whole Week together. 

Ol Mir. Never but once, you Rogue, and that was 
when ſhe long'd for ſix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, 
then ſhe was breeding ot you, which ſhew'd what an 
expenſive Dog I ſhould have of you. 
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Enter Petit. 


Well Petir, how does ſhe now? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pompos Ay, Mr. Mirabel, 
you'll believe that I ſpeak truth, now when I conteſ; 
that I have told you hitherto nothing but Lyes; our 
Jeſting is come to a fad Earneſt, ſhe's downright 
diſtracted. 


Enter Biſarre. 


Biſ. Where is this mighty Victor? The great 
Exploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your 
Conqueſt, inhumane, barbarous Man! O, Sir, [ To the 
Old Gentleman] your wretched Ward has found a 
tender Guardian of you, where her young Innocence 
expected Protection, here has ſhe found her Ruin. 

Old Mir. Ay, the fault is mine, for I believe that 
Rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch ano- 
ther diſobedient Son as his Father did. I have done all 
I can, Madam, and now can do no more than run 
mad for Company. [ Crizs, 


Enter Dugard with his Sword drawn. 


Dig. Away! Revenge, Revenge. 
Old Mir. Patience, Patience, Sir. 
[Old Mirabel holds him. 
Bob dravv. [ A{cde. 
Dag. Patience! The Coward's Virtue, and the brave 
Man's Failing, when thus provok'd Villain! 
Mir. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Mad- 
neſs; and to ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, 
IIl bear the Villain from her Brother. — Put up your 
Anger with your Sword; I have à Heart like yours, 
that {weils at an Atfi ont receiv'd, but melts at an Injury 


given; and if the lovely Oriaua's Grier be ſuch a mo- 


ving Scene, twill find a part within this Breaſt, per- 

haps as tender as a Brother's. 
Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, 
endcavour to remove it There, there, behold an 
3 Object 


| me? 8 


the ſtudy'd Art of labour'd Eloquence. 
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Object that's infective; I cannot view her, but I am 
as mad as ſhe: [ Enter Oriana mad, held by two Maids, 
who put her in a Chair. A Siſter that my dying Pa- 
\ rents left, with their ſaſt Words and Bleſſing to my 
Care. Sitter, deareſt Siſter. [ Goes to her. 

Old Mir. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know 


o- Lou! you are Amadis de Gaul, Sir; Oh! 
oh my Heart! Were you never in Love, fair Lady? 
And do you never dream of Flowers and Gardens? 
I dream of walking Fires, and tall Gigantick Sights. 
Take heed, it comes now What's that? Pray 
ſtand away: I have ſeen that Face lure. How 
light my Head 1s! 

Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in 
Madneſs! theſe tudden Starts of undigeſted Words ſhoot 
taro' my Soul, with more perſuative Force than all 


Come, 


Madam, try to repole a little. | 
Ori. I cannot; tor I muſt be up to go to Church, 


and I muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be 


to fine, to meet my Love. Hey ho! Will not 


you tell me where my Heart lies bury'd ? 


Air. My very Soul is touch'd 
Fair. 

Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you your 
Fortune, Friend. 

Mir. How the ſtares upon me! 

Ori. You have a flattering Face; but *tis a fine one 
I warrant you have fre hundred Mittrefles 
Ay, to be ſure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his 
Pocket Will you pray for me? I ſhall die to- 
Morrow And will you ring my Patling-Bell? 

Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created! whoſe 
RNarure, even diſtracted. has a Cunning : In vain let 
Man his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's 
Madneſs over-rules his Reaſon. Do you know me, 
injur'd Creature? 

Ori. No, 


Your Hand, my 


but you ſhall be my intimate Ac- 


quaintance — in the Grave. [/1eps, 
Mir. 
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Mir. Oh Tears, I muſt believe you; ſure there's a 
kind of Sympathy in Madneſs, for even I, obdurate 
as I am, do feel my Soul {ſo toſs'd with Storms of 
Paſſion, that I could cry for heip as well as ſhe. — 

(Wipes his Eyes. 

Ori. What have you loſt your Lover? No, you 
mock me; I'll go home and pray. .. 

Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear me own 
my Love ſo loud, that I may call your Senſes to their 
Place, reſtore em to their charming happy Functions, 
and reinſtate my ſelf into your Favour. » 

Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis all roo late; ſhe trem- 
bles, hold her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking; 
don't trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 

Old Mir. Not know him! what then? ſhe loves to 
ſee him for all that. 


Enter Duretete, 

Dur. Where are you all? What the Devil! melan- 
choly, and I here! Are ye ſad, and ſuch a ridiculous 
Subject, ſuch a very os Jeſt among you as I am? 

Mir. Away with this Impertinence; this is no, place 
for Bagatel: I have murder'd my Honour, deitroy'd a 
Lady, and my deſire of Reparation is come at length 
too late: See there. 

Dur. What ails her? 

Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. 

Dur. Mad! doſt wonder at that? By this Light, 
they're all ſo; they're cozening mad; they're braw!- 
ing mad ; they're proud mad; 1 juſt now came from 
2 whole World of mad Women, that had almoſt -— 
What, is ſhe dead? 

Mir. Dead! Heav'ns forbid. 

Dur. Heav'ns further it; for 'till they be as cold a5 
a Key, there's no truſting them; you're never ſure 
that a Woman's in earneſt, till ſhe is nail'd in her 
Coffin. Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, Miſtreis ? 

Biſ. What's that to you, Sir. 

Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there? Runs off. 


Mir 
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Air. Away, thou wild Buffoon ; how poor and mean 


this Humour now appears? His Follies and my own 1 


here diſclaim; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtor d my Senſes, 
and was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was (before you all 
I ſpeak it) ſhe ſhou'd be mine; and as ſhe is, my Tears 
and Prayers ſhall wed her. 

Dug. How happy had this Declaration been ſome 
Hours ago ? 

Biſ. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go off; 
come, come, let's leave em. 

Ex. omnes, but Mir. and Ori. 

Ori. Oh, Sir. 

Mir. Speak my charming Angel, if your dear Senſes 
have regain d their Order; ſpeak, Fair, and bleis me with 
the News. | | 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning"of my Sex, that 
happy counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor'd to my 
poor labouring Breaſt, the deareſt, beſt belov'd of 
Men. 

Mir. Tune all ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of Joy, 
and carry round your Spacious Orbs, the happy Sound 
ff Oriana's Health ; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was next 
to yours, is now in Tune again; the counterteiting Fair 
bas play'd the Fool. 


She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me; 
Iwas jomad to pawn my Liberty : 
But now we both are well, and both are free. 


Ori. How, Sir, Free! — 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite; what, marry a 
unatick! Look ye, my Dear, you have counterfeited 
ladneis ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to 
Jay the Fool all your Life long Here, Gentle- 
nen. 

Ori. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir. O' my Faith, but I will; here, eeme in Gen- 
emen. A Miracle! a Miracle! the Woman's diſ- 
ollels'd, the Devil's vaniſh'd. 
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Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Old. Mir. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs d? 
Mir. With the worſt of Demons, Sir, a Marriage 


Devil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dagard, don't be furpri:'4, 


promis d my Endeavours to cure your Siſter ; 0 


mad Doctor in Chriſtendom could have done ir moge 


effectually. Take her into your Charge; and have 
care ſhe don't relapſe; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not 
again, for I am no more infallible than others of the Fs. 
cuity; I do cure ſometimes. 

Ori. Your Remedy, molt barbarous Man, will prov: 
the greateſt Poiſon to my Health; tortho' my forme: 
Frenzy was but counterteit, I now ſhall run into a red 


Madneſs. [ Exit; Old Mir. afier 
Dug. This was a turn beyond my knowledge; I'm vl 


confus'd, I know not how to reſent ir. [ Exit, 
Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I *fcap'd? Ws 
not Ijaſt now upon the Brink of Deſtruction? 


Euter Duretete. 


O my Friend, let me run into thy Bo ſom; no Lark 
eſcap d from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quake 
wich more diſmal Apprehenſion. 

Dar. The matter, Man! 

Mir. Marriage, Hanging; I was juſt at the Galiow:: 
foot, the running Nooſe about my Neck, and the Cart 
wheeling from me —Oh I ſha'n't be myſelf thii 
Month again. | | 

Dur. Did not I tell you ſo? They are all alike 
Saints or Devils; their counterfeiting can't be reputed 
a Deceit; for 'tis the Nature of the Sex, not their Con 
trivance. g 

Mir. Ay, ay: There's no living here with Security; 
this Houle is ſo full of Stratagem and Deſign, that I mul 
abroad again. 

Dur. With all my Heart, I'll bear thee Company, m/ 
Lad; I'll meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet out for Ira 
to-morrow Morning. 
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Vir. A Match: I'!l go pay my Compliment of leave 


to my Father preſently, 


Dur. I'm afraid heil ſtop you. | 
Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his Set- 
tlement of a thouſand Pound a Year upon me! No, no, 


he has pals'd away his Authority with the Conveyance; 


the Will of a living Father is chiefly obeyed for the ſake 
of the dying one. 


What makes the World attend and croud the Great? 
Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependence, make their State: 
Behold the Anti-Chamber filb'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Courtly Crows. 

Tho' grumbling Subꝭects maketheCrown their ſport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependence, ev'na Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 


The End of the fourth ACT. 
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SCENE, the Street before the Play-houſe; 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the 
P lay. | 


Dur. OW d'ye like this Play? 

Mir. I lik'd the Company; the Lady, the 
ich Beauty in the Front- box had my Attention: Theſe 
impudent Poets bring the Ladies together to ſupport 
Them, and to kill every body elie. 


For Death's upon the Stage the Ladies cry, 
But ne er mind us that inthe Audience die: 
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The Poet's Hero ſhould not move their Pain, . 
But they ſhou d weep for thoſe their Eyes have ſlain. n 


Dur. Hoity, toity; did Phyllis inſpire you with a | 
this? a 


Mir. Ten times more; the Play-houſe is the Element 7 
of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the Ladies, iſ * 
methinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant, Air in the c 
Boxes than any where elle, they fit commanding on © 
their Thrones with all their Subje&-ſlaves about N 
Their beſt Clothes, beſt Looks, ſhining Jewels, ſpark- a 


ling Eyes. the Treaſure of the World in a Ring. Then 
there's iuch a hurry of Plcaſure to tranſport us; the 
Ruſtic, Noiſe, Gallantry, Equipage, Garters, Feathers, 
Wigs, Bows, Smiles, Ogles, Love, Muſick, and Ap- 
Piauie: I cou'd wiſh that my whole Life long were thc 
firſt Night of a new Play. 

Bur. The Feliow has quite forgot this Journey; have 
you beſpoke Poſt-Horſes? | 

Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one 
to diſcover the Lady, one to untold my ſelf, and one to 
make me happy; and then I'm yours to the World's 
end. 
Dur. Haſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy {i 
a Lady of her Figure and Quality in fo ſhort a time? 

Mir. Ves, Sir I have a confident Addreſs, no 
dilagreeable Perion, and five hundred Lewidores in my 
Pocket. 

Dur. Five hundred Lewidores ! You a'n't mad? 

Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand; one of 
her black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as . 
her Head. I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks. 
and the living Jewels our-ſparkled the dead ones by 
Mili o n. 

Dur. But you have own'd to me, that abating Oriaza's 
Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her paſſionately; then 
how can you wander at this rate? | 


\\ 


r 
4. 
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Mir. I long'd for a Partridge t'other day off the 
King's Plate, but d'ye think, becauſe I cou'd not have 
it, I muſt eat nothing. 

Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remem- 
ber what narrow ſcapes 2 have had abroad by fol- 


lowing Strangers; you forget your Leap out of the 
Curteſans Window at Bologna, to fave your fine Ring 
there. 


Mir. My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſ- 


ſeſs comparable to what we deſite be ſhy of a 


Lady barefac'd in the Front-Box with a thouſand 


Pound in Jewels about her Neck! For ſhame, no 
more. | 


Enter Oriana in Boy's Clothes with a Letter. 


Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sir? 
Mir. Yes, Sir. 
Ori. A Letter trom your Uncle in Picardy. 
[ Gives the Leser. 


Mir. [ Reads. 


T HE Bearer is the Son of a Proteſtant Gentleman, 


who flying for his Religion, left me the Charge of 


this Youth; ſa pretty Boy.] He's fond of ſome hand- 


bme Service that may afford him Opportunity of Im- 


frovement; your Care of him will oblige 


Yours. 

Hast a mind to travel, Child? 

ori. Tis my Deſire, Sir; I ſhould be pleas'd to ſerve 
a Traveller in any Capacity. 

Mir. A hopetul Inclination; you ſhall along with 
me into Italy, as my Page. 

Dur. I don't think it ſafe; the Rogue's [ Noiſe 
wit hout] too hand ſom The Play's done, and 
ſome of the Ladies come this Way. 


Euter Lamorce, with her Train born up by a Page. 
Mir. Duretete, the very Dear, Identical She. 
Lur. And what then? 
Mir. Why 'tis ſbe. 


— —— — — — 
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Dur. And what then. Sir ? 
Mir. Then! Why, Look'e, Sirrah, the firs} Je 
piece of Service I pur upon you. is to follow thai Lacy: 


Coach, and bring me word where ſhe lives. ge 
[To Orr 
Ori. I don't know the Town, Sir, and am at au of 
lofing myſelf. uo 
Mir. Pſhaw ! 4 


m_— — _— © 


Ladyſhip's Coach. h 
Lam. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, ad £ 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere; none of the Footmen there? C 


Page. Not one, Madam, L 
Lam. Theſe Servants are the Plague of our Live; 4 
what ſhall Ido? - 
Mir. By all my Hopes, Fortune pimps for me; no. 
Duretete for a piece of Gallantry. . 


Dur. Why you won't ſure? 

Mir. Won't, Brute! Let not your Servants Neg. 
lect, Madam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconven: 
ence, for you can't be diſappointed of an Equipag: 
whilſt mine waits below; and wou'd vou honour tit 
Maſter ſo far, he wou'd be proud to pay his Atten. 
dance. N 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. ; All. 

Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, to: 
my Habitation is a great way off. | 

Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's a little engage. 
beſides, Madam, a Hackney-Coach wil: do as we. 
Madam. 

Air. Rude Beaſt, be quiet! [To Duretete.] The ts: 
ther fiom home, Madam, the more occaiion you bait 
lor a Guard pray, Madam 

Lam. Lard, Sir. Ee ſeems to preſcs. fret 

decline it in dumò fs. 

Per. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence; now i 
zhecdles, The ſmiles ; he flatters, fic limpers 3 
{wears, ſc belleves; he's a Roguc, and ſhe's a V — 
ma moment. 


Var 


- 


joy 


go follow your Maſter, and he'll lead you 
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Mir. Without there, my Coach; Duretete, wiſh me 


; [Hands the Lady out. 
Dur. Wiſh you a Surgeon! Here you little Picard, 


Ori. Whither, Sir? 

Dur. To the Academy, Child : *ris the Faſhion 
with Men of Quality to teach their Pages their Ex- 
erciſes go. 

Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Wo- 
man may do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now Mr. Page, do you ſtart up to 
give Laws of a ſudden; do you pretend to rife at 
Court, and diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters: 
Look'e, Sirrah, if ever you wou'd riſe by a great 
Man, be ſure to be with him in his little Actions, and, 
as a ſtep to your Advancement, follow your Maſter 
immediately, and make. it your Hope that he goes to 
a Bawdy-Houſe. 

Ori. Heav'ns forbid. Exit. 

Dur. Now wou'd J ſooner take a Cart in Compa- 


ny of the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman: 


What a ſtrange Antipathy have I taken againſt the ſe 
Creatures; a Woman to me is Avertion upon Aver- 
hon, a Cheeſe, a Cat, a Breaft of Mut:on, the ſqueel- 
ing of Children, the grinding of Knives, and the Snuff 
ot a Candle. 4 


! 


SCENE, a handſome Apartment. 


Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 

Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service was 
ſomething more than good Breeding, pleaſe to lay out 
an Hour of your Company upon my Deſire, as you 
have already upon my Neceſſity. 


Mir. Your Deſire, Madam, has only prevented my 


Requeſt: my Hours! Make 'em yours, Madam, cle— 
ven, twelve, one, two, three, and all that belong to 

thoſe happy Minutes. 9 
Lam. But I mult trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs your 
Retinue, becauſe an Equipage at my Door, at this 
time 
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time of Night will not be conſiſtent with my Rep. 
tation. | 
Mir. By all means, Madam, all but one little Boy = 
Here, Page, order my Coach and Servants home, an, 1 
do you ſtay; 'tis a fooliſh Country Boy, that knog 
nothing but Innocence. 
Lam. Innocence, Sir! I ſhould be ſorry if vob. 
made any ſiniſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. 
Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark up 
any body's Freedom, having entirely forfeited my 
OWN. 
Lam. Well, Sir, twere convenient towards our ex 
Correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free Confidence 
of each other, by a mutual Declaration of what wh 


are, and what we think of one another. Now, 
Sir, what are you? 
Mir. In three Words, Madam, I am a Gen 


tleman, I have five hundred Pound ia my Pocket 
and a clean Shirt on. 

Lam. And your Name is 

Mir. Muſta pha. Now, Madam, the Inventor 
of your Fortunes. 

Lam. My Name is Lamorce; my Birth Noble; | 
was marry'd young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, impe- 
rious Fellow; the Husband ſpoiled the Gentleman; 
Crying ruin d my Face, till at laſt I took heart, leap! 
out of a Window, got away to my Friends, ſu'd my 
Tyrant, and recover'd my Fortune I liv'd trom 
fitteen to twenty to pleaſe a Husband, from twenty 7 
ro forty I'm reſoly'd to pleaſe my ſelf, and from thence ;; 
upwards Ill humour the World. 4 

Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird broke o 
of its Cage! "1 

Lam. 1 mark'd you at the Play, and ſomething WF 
ſaw of a well-furniſh's, careleſs, agrecable Tour a 
bout you. Methought your Eyes made their mathe | 
nerly Demands with ſuch an arch Modeſty, that 
don't know how — but I'm clop'd. Ha, ba, 
I'm elop'd, 
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MF. Mir. Ha, ha, ha, I rejoyce in your good Fortune 
with all my Heart. 

lau. O, now think on't, Mr. Aſaſta pha, you have 

u got the fineſt Ring there, I cou'd icarcely believe it 

* ight; pray let me ſee it. 

Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis, tis right — but, but, 
rolf but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an old Fa- 
nily-Ring, Madam, an, old-taſhion'd Family-Ring. 
| Lam. Ay, Sir It you can entertain your ſelt 
ich a Song for a Moment, II wait on you immediate- 
M come in there. 


Enter Singers. 


wein what you pleaſe, Sir. 


owt Mir, The new Song Prithee, Phyllis, & c. 


Gen. 80NG. 


ertainly the Stars have been in a ſtrange intriguing 
umour when I was born. — Ay, this Night ſhou'd 
ntorl have had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou'd 
ke well enough; but what ſhou'd I have to- morrow 


le; | light? The fame. And what next Night? the ſame; 
mMyPWd what next Night? the very fame: Soop for Break- 
man 


ſt, Soop for Dinner, Soop for Supper, and Soop for 
reakfaſt again but here's variety. | 


| trol 7 love the Fair who freely gives her Heart, 
weng That's mine by Ties of Nature, not of Art; 
then 47,0 boldly owns whate'er her Thoughts indite, 
aud is too modeſt for a Hypocrite. 


'Lamorce aptears at the Door, as he runs towards 
her, four Bra voes ſtep in before her. He flarts 
back. ä 

e comes, ſhe comes Hum, hum — Bitch 

der d, murder'd to be ſure! The curſed Strur pet! 

Tore me fend away my Servants— no Body 
me! Theſe Cut-throats always make ſure Work. 


Vo I. II. D What 
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What ſhall I do? I have but one way. Are ther 
Gentlemen your Relations, Madam ? 

Lam. Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Gentlemen, your moſt humble Servant; 85 
your moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heart 
your moſt obedient come, Gentlemen. | Salut: 
all round] pleaſe to fit no Ceremony, next th; 
Lady, pray Sir. 

Lam. Well Sir, and how d'ye like my Friends? 

[ They all (; 

Mir. O, Madam, the moſt finiſh'd Gentlemen! I wx: 
never more happy in good Company in my Life; | 
ſuppoſe, Sir, you have travell'd ? 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Which way, may I preſume? 

1 Bra. In a Weltern Barge, Sir. | 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty; facetious pretty Gen- 
tl eman! 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha; Sir, you have got the prettiel 
Ring upon your Finger there 

Mir. Ah! Madam, tis at your Service with all my 


Heart. [ Offering the Ring. 
Lam. By no means, Sir, a Family-Rang ! 

[ Takes it 

Mir. No matter, Madam. Seven hundred Pound, 

by this Light. [All. 


2 Bra. Pray, Sir, what's a Clock? 
Mir. Hum! Sir, I have left my Watch at home. 
2 Bra. I thought Ig. he String of it juſt now 


Mir. Ods my Life, Sir. I beg your Pardon, her: m 


it is but it don't go. [Putting it u: 
Lam. O dear Sir, an Evglih Watch! TIompion s, 
preſume. 


Mir. D'ye like it, Madam no Ceremony —— 
*tis at your Service with all my Heart and Soul. 
Jom pion's! Hang ye. Add. 

1 Bra. But, Sir, above all things, I admire the ts 
ſhion and Make of your Sword- hilt. 

Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir. 

1 Bra. Will you part with it, Sir? 


Xr. 8 
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Mir. Sir I won't ſell it. 

1 Bra. Not ſell it, Sir! 

Mir. No, Gentlemen, —— but I'll beſtow it with 
! my Heart. Offering it. 
Y i Bra. O Sir, we ſhall rob you. 8 
i air. That you do I'll be ſworn. [ Ade.] I have 

other at home, pray, Sir, Gentlemen you're 
wo modeſt, have I any thing elſe that you fancy? 
Fir, will you do me a Favour? [| To the 1 Bravo. I 
nn extremely in love with that Wig which you wear, 
Fi: you do me the Favour to change with me? 

1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family-Wig, and I 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like it 
Mir. Sir your moſt humble Servant. 

[ They change Wigs. 
- | 1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. 
o__ [ Goes up foppiſhly to the Lady, ſalutes her. 
| + Bra. The Fellow's very Weral; ſtall we murder 

'm? 

1 Bra, What! Let him *ſcape to hang us all! And 

to loſe my Wig; no, no! I want but a handſome 

retence to ande with him, for you know we muſt 

„ke Gentlemen. Here, ſome Wine Vine. 
* ere. Sir, your good Health. 

[ Pull; Mirabel by the Noſe. 

Mir. Oh! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a pleaſant 

rvlick enough, to drink a Man's Health, and pull him 

the Noſe; ha, ha, ha, the pleaſanteſt pretty-humour'd 


ben! ntleman. | 
mw L. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs. [Mir. drinks, 
7 Fra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir? 

, 


Mir, Very good o' the kind, Sir: but I tell ve 
lat; ] find we're all inclin'd to be frolick ſome, and 
gad, tor my own part, I was never more diſpoled 
de merry; let's make a Night on't, ha! This 
me is pretty, but 1 have ſuch Burgundy at home. 
-Loox'e, Gentlemen, let me ſend for half a dozen 
5x5 of my FFurgundy, I defy France to match it 
— Tvil! make us ail Life, all Air, pray, Cen- 
Mr men. ; 
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2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgundy ! 

1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can; here ci 
up the Gentleman's Servant What think yu; 
Lamorce? 

Lam. Yes, yes, — your Servant is a tool! 
Country Boy, Sir, he underſtands nothing but I: 
nocence. 

Mir. Ay, ay, Madam. Here, Page, | Enter 0. 
riana ] take this Key, and go to my Butler, ord: 
him to ſend half a dozen Flasks of the red Burgund, 
mark'd a thouſand; and be ſure you make haſte, | 
long to entertain my Friends here, my very goo 
Friends. 

Omnes. Ah, dear, Sir! 

1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine 
Your Maſter and I have chang'd Wigs, Honey, in: 
Frolick. Where had you this pretty Boy, hone: 
Muſtapha ? 

Ori. Muſtapha ! 

Mir. Out of Picardy — this is the firſt Erran 
he has made for me, and if he does it right, I! er 
courage him. 

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir? 

Mir. The red, we per a thouſand, and be ſure yo. 
make haſte. 

Ori. I ſhall, Sir. Exit 

1 Bra, Sir, you were pleas d to like my Wig, hi! 
Look'e, Sir,! 
ſery'd a great many honeſt Gentlemen very faiti 
tully. 

1 Not fo faithſully, for I'm afraid it has got 
ſcurvy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſhty. 
The Inſolence of theſe Dogs is beyond their Cruelty. 


2 : 

Lam. You're melancholy, Sir. [ 
Mir. Only concern d, Madam, that I ſhou'd 3h 
no Servant here but this little Boy he'll mig.“ 

tore confounded Blunder, I'll lay my Life ont, Dur 

wc not be diſappointed of my Wine for the U oh 
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lam. He'll do well enough, Sir; but Supper's ready, 
vel you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir? 


Aa fir. O Madam, I never had a better Stomach in my 
ie. 
„ „n. Come then, we have nothing but a Plate 
ber, | —_ 
uu. Ah! The Marriage-Soop. I cou'd diſpenſe with 
now. TAjide.] Exit. handing ihe Lady. 
0 2 Bra. That Wig won't fall ro your Share. 
i Fra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the 
V0 x cin time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 
e, | ' 2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? 
SF : bra. To be ſure. Ithink he knows me. 
i Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder at 
e Impudence of the Ezglih Rogues, that will hazard 
meeting a Man at the Bar that they have encounter'd 
** en the Road! I ha'n't the Confidence to look a 
one 


Im in the Face after ] have done him an Injury, there- 
dre re I murder him. Exc unt. 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabel Houſe. 


Enter Duretete. 


Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, I have abandon'd 
/ Miſtreſs, my time lies heavy on my hands, and my 


[Ext oney burns in my Pocket— But now I think 
„ hae my Myrmidons are upon Duty to-night ; Vii fauly 
Sir, Nee down to the Guard, and nod away the Night 
fü my honeſt Licutenant over a Flask of Wine, a 


acheily Story, and a Pipe of Tobacco. 

| Going off, Bil. meets him. 

Diſ. Who comes there? ſtand ! | 

ur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 

, Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again. 
deſign to wait on you as far as 1taly. 

Dur. Then I'll travel into Males. 

iſ. ales ! What Countrey's that? 

Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where you're 


er out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as 
l2h-Road. 


D 3 Bi/. 
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Bi. Rather always in a High- road, *cauſe you tri; 
all upon Hills; but be't as it will, I'l jog a; 
with you. ; 

Dur. But we intend to ſail to the Erft-Indies. 

Biſ. Enſt and I eſt, 'tis all one to me; I'm tight 42 
light, and the fitter for failing. 
a 8 Put ſuppoſe we take thro' Germany, and dri. 

ard. 

Biſ. Suppoſe I take thro' Germany, and drink hard 
than you. 

Dur. Suppole Igo to a Baudy-houſe. 

Bif. Suppole I frew youthe way. 

Dur. Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Gun 
with me, and ſmoaka Pipe? 

Biſ. Allous donc! 

Dur. The Devil's in the Woman; 
hang my ſelt. 

Bi. There I' leave you. 

Dur. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is wt 
come. 

Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir, [Catches him by the Arm goit; 
one word before we part. 

Dur. Let me go, Madam, or I ſhall think it 
you're a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 
Bi. Stir if you dare; | have ſtill Spirits to attend ne 
and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall pun! 
you to death Come Sir, ſtand there now and 0 
me: | He frowns upon her.) Now a languiſhing Sig 
[ He groans.] Now run and take my Fan, tait 
He runs and takes it up.] Now play with it hat 
ſomely. 

Dur. Ay, ay, [ He tears it all in pitt 

Biſ. Hold, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb; Capt 
ſpare my Fan, and I'll Why, you rude, inhum 


ſuppole 


Monſter, don't you expect to pay for this? 0 
Dur. Yes, Madam, there's Twelve Pence; for .; 
the price on't. ut 


Bi/. Sir, it coſt a Guinea. Nat 
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Dur. Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks a- 
zin. [Throws them to her, and Exit. 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous below my Concern. I 
muſt follow him however, to know it he can give me 
any News of Oriana. [ Exit, 


SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodgings, 


Enter Mir abel Solus. 
Mir. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over-heard you : 
Was not I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing 
——-Airavel ? How did I plume my Hopes ina fair 


zur com.ng proſpect of a long Scene of Years? Lite cour- 
ted me with all the Charms of Vigour, Youth, and 
Fortune; and to be torn away from all my promiſed 

ole hs is more than Death; the Manner too, by Vil- 
Eins. O my Oriana, this very moment might 
have bleſs'd me in thy Arms! and my poor Boy, the 

; wiWinnocent Boy Confulton.——-But huſh, they come: 
i muſt diſſemble ſtil. No News of my Wine, Gen- 

going emen? 

nk ib Enter the four Bravoes. 

Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Country-Booby has 
nd neo himſelf, and we can wait no longer for't 
 pun'Wtrue, Sir, you're a pleaſant Gentleman, but 1 ſuppoſe you 
nd onder ſtand our Butineſs. 

Sie Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your Employments; 
tale ou, Sir, are a Lawyer, I preſume, you a Phyltician, 
it haf ou a Scrivener, and you a Stock-jobber. All Cut- 
 {Wioats, I-gad. [ Aſide. 
in pie 4 Bra. Sir, I am a Broken-Officer; I was cathier'd 
Capßz the Head of the Army for a Coward: So I took up 
humic Trade of Murder to retrieve the Reputation of my 
ourage. 
fort 


3 Bra. lam a Soldier too, and wou'd ſerve my King, 
ut J don't like the Quarrel, and I have more honour 
fan to fight ina bad Cauſe. : 


D 4 2 Bra. 
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2 Bra. I was bred a Gentleman, and have no FA, 
but J muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro de 
Prejudice of Education. 

Bra. I am a Ruffian too; by the Prejudice of Ee. 
cation; I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if vor: 
Wine had come, we might have trifled a little lon: 
Come, Sir, which Sword will you fall by? mine 


dir? 
2 Bra. Or mine? 
2 Bra. Or mine? 
+ Bra. Or mine? 
Ar. I ſcorn to beg my Life: but to be butch: . 
rhus! O there's the Wine this mom:: 
tor | &wocktng | my Lite or Death. 


LI FAY 


Eiter Oriana. 
Where's the Wine, Child! 


{ of, for ever loſt! 


Ori. coming up, Sir. [ amps. 


Euter Duretete with his Sword drawn, and fix of th 
grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces preſented, tit 
H, Fans drop their Swords. Oriana goes ef. 
Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, P:: 
ere, Fortune, Days and Years, are now my ow! 
gain. —— Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell yo! 
this Wine wou'd make me merry? Dear Captain, 
theſe Gemlemen are the beſt-natur'd, facctious, wit! 
Creatures, that ever you knew. 


Enter Lamorce. 


Lam. Is the Wine come, Sir? 

Air. O ves, Madam, the Wine is come — lee there 
Poiuting to the Soldiers] Your Ladyſhip has got a ve!) 
ane Ring upon your Finger. 

Lam. Sir, tis at your Service. 

Air. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred Pound 
thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Heart 
Ad's my Lite, Madam, you have got the fineſt but. 


Watch there! Tompion's, I preſume, : 
an 


The Way to win him. $1 


Lam. Sir, you may wear it. | 
Mir. O, Madam, by no means, 'tis too much 


Rob you of all!———-{Taking it from her | Good dear 


Time, thou'rt a precious thing. Ii glad I have retriev d 
thee. [Putting it up.] What my Friends neglected 
all this while! Gentlemen, you'll pardon my Complat- 
ſance to the Lady. How now is it civil 
to be ſo out of humour at my Entertainment, and I fo 
pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're ſurpriz d at all 
this! out we're in our Frolicks, you muſt know. 
Some Wine here. | 


| Enter Servant with Wine. 

Come, Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Health. 
[ Tweaks the firſt Bravo by the Noſe, he roars. 

But now, where, where's my dear Deliverer, my 
Boy, my charming Boy? 

1 Bra. I hope ſome of our Crew below-ſtairs have 
diſpatch'd him. 

Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? diſpatch'd! III 


are ye all tortur'd, rack d, torn to pieces alive, if you 
ve touch'd my Boy. Here Page! Page! 


Page! | Reens out. 
Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe Fel- 


os. 


Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will 


be very civil to us. 


Dur. Now for you, Madam; He, he, he. 
Im fo pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one 
Woman before I die———Wel, Miſtreſs Szap-dragon, 
which of theſe honourable Gentlemen is ſo happy to cu 
ou Wite? 

Bra. Sir, ſhe ſſou'd have been mine to- night, cauſe 
©41/pre here had her lt Night. Sir, ſhe's very true to 
5 all tour, 

Dur. Take em to Juſtice. [The Guards carr; 

| off the Bravoes 
Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Bifafre. 
Old Mir. Robin, Robin, where's Bob * Where's my 
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What, is this the Lady? a pretty Whore, faith!—Heark': 
Child, becauſe my Son was ſo civil as to oblige you with 
Coach, Tl treat you with a Cart, indeed I will. 

Dug. Ay, Madam, and you ſhall have a {ſwin- 
ging Equipage, three or four thouſand Footmen at your 
Heels ai leaſt. 

Dur. No leſs becomes her Quality. 

Biſ. Faugh! the Monſter! 
Dur. Moniter! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let me 
tell you. 


Enter Mirabel. 


Old Mir. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, Man? 
: 1 1 No, no, Sir, I'm ruin'd, the Saver of my Lit 
V loſt, 

Old Mir. No, no, he came and brought us the News. 

Mir. But where is he? Enter Oriana.] Ha 
Runs and embraces her] My dear Preſerver, what ſhall 
do to recompence your 'T1uſt ? Father, Friends, 
Gentlemen, beho:d the Youth that has reliev'd me 
trom the moſt ignominious Death, from the ſcandalous 
Poinards of theſe bloody Rvffians, where to have tai'n 
wou'd have defam'd my Memory with vile Reproach. 
— My Lite, Eſtate, my All, is due to ſuch a Fr 
VOUr .— Command me, Child, before vou 3. 
betore my late, ſo kind indulgent Stars, I twear, to 
grant whate'er you ask. 

Ori. To the ume Stars indulgent now to me, I will ap- 
peal as to the Juſtice of my Claim, I ſhall demand bu! 
what was mine before———the juſt Pertormance o 


your Contract to Oriana. 


[ Diſcovering her ſel} 

Om. Oriana ! 

Ori. In this Diſguiſe I reſolvd to follow you 1 
broad, counterfeited that Letter that got me into 
your Service; and fo, by this ſtrange Turn of Fate, 
{ became the Inſtrument of your Preſervation; few 
common Servants wou'd have had ſuch cunning: 
My Love inſpir d me with the meaning of your Me: 
ſage, cauſe my Concern tor your Safety made me Jul 
pect your Company. 


Du 


T me 
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Dur. Mirabel, you're caught. 

Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of Impoſition, 
the Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have de- 
ſpis d, and broke thro' all Contrivance. Caught! No, 
s my voluntary Act; this was no human Stratagem, 
bur by my providential Stars, delign'd to ſhew the 
Dangers wandring Youth incurs by the purſuit of an 
unlawtal Love, to plunge me headlong in the Snares 
of Vice, and then to free me by the Hands of Virtue: 
here on my Knees, I humbly beg my fair Preſerver's 
Pardon; my Thanks are needleſs, for myſelf I owe. 
And now for ever do proteſt me yours. 

Old Mir. Tall, all di dall. [Sings.] Kiſs me Daugh- 
ter no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt; [To Lamorce.} 
For you're the cauſe on't. Well, Biſarre, what ſay you 
to the Captain? 

Biſ.1 like the Beaſt. well enough, but I don't underſtand 
iis Paces ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange Road. 

Old Mir. But Marriage is {o beaten a Path that you 


can't go wrong. 


Biſ. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil'd. 

Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy 
Husband, I cou'd marry thee to-day for the Pri- 
viege of beating thee to-morrow. 

Old Mir. Come come, you may agree for all this: 
. Dugard, arc not you pieas'd with this? | 

Dag. So pleas'd, that it I thought it might ſecure 
four Son's Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double 
her Fortune. 

Air. Fortune! has not ſhe given me mine? my 
lee, Eſtate; my All, and what is more, her virtuous 
.. irtue, in this ſo advantageous Light, has her 
Cen (parkling Charms, more tempting far than glitter- 
Gold or Glory. Behold the Foil | Pointing to Lamorce] 
taat ſets this Brightneſs off. [To Oriana.] Here view 
tc Pride [Jo Oriana] and Scandal of the Sex. [To 
am.] There {To Lam.} the falſe Meteor, whoſe de- 
ing Light leads Mankind to Deſtruction. Here Ta 
Jiiana] the bright ſhining Star that guides to a Secu- 
rf Naprincis, a Garden and a ſingle She [Tp Oria- 

na. J. 
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na. ] was our firſt Father's Bliſs; the Tempter [To Lam] 
and to wander, was his Curſe. 


What Liberty can be ſo tempting there, [To Lam. 
As a ſoft, virtuous, am'rous Bondage here? [To Orian, 


The End of the fifth ACT. 
SCO. 


SONG: By Mr. Oi. 


Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


I. 


Once, Ccelia, tis not in our Power 

To tell how long our Lives may laſt, 
Begin to love this very Hour, 
Jon ve loſt too much in what is paſt. 


IT. 
For ſince the Pow'r we all obey, 
Has in your Breaſt my Heart confin d, 
Let me my Body to it lay, 
In vain you'd part what Nature join'd. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written by Nathaniel Rowe, Eſq; | 


And ſpoken by Mr. Wills. 


| FR OM Fletcher's great Original, to-day 
e took the Hint of this our Modern Play: 

Our Author, from his Lines, has ſirove to paint 9 
Awith, wild, inconſtant, free Gallant : 
lith a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, N 
ith Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, fl 
With little Truth, but with a World of Love. 
inch Forms on Maids in Morning-Slumbers wait, 
hen Fancy firſt 7 gps their Hearts to beat, 9 & | 
hen firft they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know not. | 
Fr0w% not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may j 
leach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded way; | 
Le: Villeroy's Misfortune make you wiſe, it 
here's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprixe; 4 
4% from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, | 4 
Vince Eugene found an Aqueduct below. | | 
ith eaſy Freedom, and a gay Adareſs, i 
A preſſing Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs : 

I Hilſt the Re ſpectful, like the Greek, ſits down, 

And waſts a ten Year's Siege before one Town. | 

Her own ſake, let no forſaken: Maid. 


«r Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid; ; 
1 Since 
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Since 'tis a Secret, none ſhou d e' er confeſs, 
That they have loſt the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 
Tf you ſuſpect the Rogue inclin'd to break, 
Break firſt, and ſwear you've turd him off* a Meet; 
As Princes, when they reſty States-men doubt, 

Before they can ſurrender, turn 'em out. 

hate er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 

And much, even for Inconſtancy be ſaid. 

Let the good Man for Marriage-Rites deſign'd, } 


With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 

Turn over every Page of Womankind ; 

Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 

And, when he knows the worſt on't,—let him marry, 
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| HENRY BRETT, Eſq; 


1 HE Commons of England have a Right of Petition 
ing ; and ſince by your Place in the Senate you are 
hig d to hear and redreſs the Subject, I preſume upon the 
Privilege of the People, to give you the following Trouble. 

As Prolognes introduce Plays on the Stage, ſo Dedications 
er them into the great Theatre of the World ; and . 
we chuſe ſome ſtanch Actor to addreſs the Audience, jo 
we pitch upon ſome Gentleman of undiſputed Ingenuity to 
ee nd us to the Reader. Books, like Metals, require 
% Le ſtampt with ſome valuable Ejfigies before they be- 
rome popular and current. | : 

To eſcape the Critichs, I reſolv'd to take Sanctuary with 
3.0 of the beſt; one who differs from the Fraternity in 
this, That his Good-nature is ever predominant: can 
di/cover an Author's ſmalleſt Faults, and pardon the 
greateſt. 

reopens Approbation, Sir, has done this Play ſer- 
vice, but has injur'd the Author; for it has made him 
i,ſufferably vain, and he thinks himſelf authorix d te 
and up for the Merit of his 5 when ſo great 
a Maſter of Wit has declar d in his Favour. 

The Muſes are the moſt Coquetiſh of their Sex, fond of 
being admir'd, and always putting on their beſt Airs to 
the fineſt Gentleman : But alas, Sir | Their Addreſſes are 
fale, and their fine things but Repetition; for there is 
nothing new in Hit, but what is found in your own Con- 
rerſation. 

Coud I write by the help of Study, as you talk with- 
out it, I wound venture to ſay ſomething in the uſual 
Strain of Dedication; but as you have too much Wit to 
ſuffer it, and I too little to undertake it, I hope the 
World will excuſe my Deficiency, and you will pardon the 
Preſumption of, 

SIR, 
December Your moſt Oblig'd, and 


23, 1702, moſt Hu mble Servant, 
G. FaRUHAR. 


1 
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HE Succeſs and Countenance that Debauchery 

has met with in Plays, was the moſt ſevere and 
reatonabie Charge againſt their Authors in Mr. Collier 
Short View ; and indeed this Gentleman had done the 
Drama conſider able Service, had he arraign'd the Stage 
only to puniſh its Miflemeanours, and not to take a- 
way its Life; but there is an Advantage to be made 
ſometimes of rhe Advice of an Enemy, and the only 
way to dilappoint his Deligns, is to improve upon 
his Invectives, and to make the Stage flouriſh, by the 
57 5 of that Satyr by which he thought to ſup- 

reſs it. 

d I have therefore in this Piece endeavour'd to ſhew, 
that an Engliſh Comedy may anſwer the ſtrictneſs of 
Poetical Juſtice: but indeed the greater Share of the 
Engliſh Audience, (1 mean that part which is no far- 
ther read than in Plays of their own Language) have 
imbib'd other Principles, and ſtand up as vigorout- 
ly for the old Poetick Licence, as they do for the 
Liberty of the Subject. They take all Innovations, 
for Grievances; and let a Project be never ſo well 
laid for their Advantage, yet the Undertaker is very 
likely to ſufler by't. A Play without a Beau, Cully, 
Cuckold, or Coquet, is as poor an Entertainment 
to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's Dinner wou'd be 
without Beef and Pudding. And this I take to be one 
Reaſon that the Galleries were ſo thin during the 
Run of this Play. I thought indeed to have _—_ 
e 
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the ſplenetick Zeal of the City, by making a Gentleman 
a Knave, and puniſhing their great Grievance A 
IWhoremaſter ; but a certain Virtuoſo of that Fraterni- 
ty has told me ſince, that the Citizens were never 
more diſappointed in any Entertainment; for (/aid he) 
however pious we may appear to be at home, yet we 
never go tothat end of the Town but with an Intention 
to be lewd. 

There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it 
appear'd, by ſome Perſons who thought it their In- 
tereſt to have it ſuppreſs d. The Ladies were fright- 
ed from ſeeing it, by formidable Stories of a Mid wife, 
and were told, no doubt, that they muſt expect no 
leis than a Labour upon the Stage; but I hope the exa- 
mining into that Aſperiion will be enough to wipe it 
off, ſince the Character of the Midwife is only ſo far 
touch'd as is neceſſary for carrying on the Plot, 
ſhe being principally decypher'd in her procuring Ga- 
pacity; and I dare not affront the Ladies fo far, as 
to —_—_ they cou'd be offended at the expoſing of a 
Bawd. 

Some Criticks complain, that the Deſign is defe- 
tive for want of Cœlia's Appearance in the Scene; 
bur 1 had rather they ſhould find this Fault, than I 
torteit my Regard to the Fair, by ſhewing a Lady of 
Figure under a Misfortune; for which Reaſon I made 
her only Nominal, and choſe to expoſe the Perſon 
that injur'd her: and if the Ladies don't agree that 
4 done her juſtice in the end, I'm very ſorry 
or't. 


Some People are apt to ſay, That the Character of 


Richmore points at a particular Perſon ; tho I muſt 


confeſs, I ſee nothing but what is very general in 


his Character, except his marrying his own Miſtreſs ; 
which by the way he never did, tor he was no ſoon- 
er off the Stage, but he chang'd his mind, and the 
poor Lady is ſtill in Statu Quo: But upon the whole 
Matter, tis Application only makes the Aſs; and 
Characters in Plays, are like Long-lane ae” nor 

ang 
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hung out for the Uſe of any particular People, but to 
be bought by only thoſe they happen to fit. 

The moſt material Objection againſt this Play i: 
the Importance of the Subject, which neceflarily leads 
into Sentiments too great for Diverſion, and ſuppoſes 
Vices too great for Comedy to puniſh. Tis ſaid, I muſt 
own, that the Buſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to rid. 
cule Folly, and that the Puniſhment of Vice falls rather 
into the Province of Tragedy; but if there be a mia- 
dle ſort of Wic kedneſs, too high for the Sock, and too low 
tor the Buskin, is there any Reaſon that it ſhou'd go un- 
puniſh'd ? What are more obnoxious to humane Society, 
than the Villanics expos'd in this Play, the Fraud, 
Plots, and Contrivances upon the Fortunes of Men, and 
the Virtue of Women? but the Perſons are too men 
tor Heroick; then what muſt we do with them? Wh, 
they mutt of neceſſity drop into Comedy: For it is un- 
reaſonable to imagine that the Law-givers in Poetry 
wou'd tie themicives up from executing that Juſtice 
which is the Foundation of their Conſtitution; or to 
ſay, that expoſing Vice is the Buſineſs of the Dra- 
ma, and yet make Rules to ſcreen it from Perlc- 
cution. 

Some have ask'd the Queſtion, Why the Elder 
Wou'dbe, in the Fourth Act, ſhou'd counterfeit Mad- 
nets in his Confinement ? Don't miſtake, there was no 
ſuch thing in his Head; and the Judicious cou'd ea- 
ſily perceive, that it was only a ſtart of Humour put 
on to divert his Melancholy; and when Gaiety is 
ſtrain'd to cover Misfortune, it may very naturally be 
overdone, and riſe to a Semblance of Madneſs, ſuffici- 
ent to impoſe on the Conſtable, and perhaps on ſome 
of the Audience; who taking every thing at fight, 
impute that as a Fault, which I am bold to ſtand up 
for, as one of the moſt Maſterly Strokes of the whole 
Piece. 

This I think ſufficient to obviate what Objections 
I have heard made; but there was no great Occa- 
ſion for making this Defence, having had the Opinion 
of ſome of the greateſt Perſons in England, both for 
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Quality and Parts, that the Play has Merit enough to 
hide more Faults than have been found ; and I think 
their Approbation ſufficient to excuſe ſome Pride that 


may be incident to the Author upon this Performance. 


I muſt own myſelf oblig'd to Mr. Longueville for 
ſome Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of 
the Lawyer; but above all for his Hint of the Twins, 
upon which I form'd my Plot: But having paid him 
al due Satisfaction and Acknowledgment, I muſt do 


* myſelf the Juſtice to believe, that few of our modern 


Writers have been leſs beholden to foreign Aſſiſtance 
in their Plays, than I have been in the following 
Scenes. ä 
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PROLOGUE: By Mr. Motteux 


Spoken by Mr. WIL KS. 


An ALARM ſounded. 


ITH Drums and Trumpets in this Warring Agt, 
W A Martial Prologue ſhou'd Alarm the Stage. 
New Plays eer Acted, a full Audience near, 
Seem Towns inveſted, when a Siege they fear. 
Prologues are like a Forelorn-Hope ſeut out 
Before the Play, to Skirmiſh and to Scout : 
Our dreadful Foes, the Criticks, when any thy 
They cock, they charge, they fire, — then back they cy. 
The Siege is faid their gallant Chiefs abound, 
Here Foes intrench'd, there-—glittering Troops around, 
And the loud Bat ries roar---from yonder riſing Ground. 
In the Firſt Act, brisk Sallies, ( miſs or hit) 
With Vollies of Small-Shot, or Snip-ſnap Wit, 
Attack, and gall the Trenches of the Pit. 
The next =—— the Fire continues, but at length 
Grows leſs, and ſlackens like a Bridegrom's Strength. 
The Third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, 5 


Your Critick Engineers ſaſe under- ground, 
Blow up our Works, and all our Art confound. 
The Fourih brings on moſt Action, and tis ſharp, 
Freſh Foes crowd on, at your Remiſſneſs carp, 
And deſp'rate, tho wuniltill d, inſult our Counterſcarp. 
Then comes the laſt; the Gen'ral Storm is near, 
The Poet-Governor now quakes for fear; 
Runs wililly up and down, forgets to huff, 
And wou'd give all he's plunder'd to get of. 
3 So 
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$0 — Don, and Monſieur ——Bluff, before the Siege, 
Were quickly tam'd — at Venlo, and at Leige: 
"Twas Viva Spagnia ! Vive France! before; 

Now, Quartier: Monſieur! Quartier! Ah! Senor! 
But what your Reſolution can withſtand? 

You maſter all, and awe the Sea and Land. 

In War —— your Valour makes the Strong ſubmit ; 
Your Fudgment humbles all Attempts in Wit. 

hat Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endure 

All fierce Aſſaults, and always be ſecure! 

Then grant em gen'rous Terms who dare to write, 
Since now that ſeems as deſp'rate as to fight: 

If we muſt yield yer e'er the Day be fixt, 

Let us hold out the Third — and, if we may, the Sixth. 


e, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Elder ou dbe, Mr. Wills. 
Young Hon dba, Mr. Cibber. 
Richmore, a Mr. Husband. 
Trueman, Mr. Mills. 
Subtleman, Mr. Pinkethma:. | 
Balderdaſh ., | 

and 7 Mr. Johnſon. 
Alderman. 
Clear- Account, a Steward Mr. Fairvank. | 
Fair-bank, a Goldſmith, Mr. Minns. 
Teague, Mr. Bowen. 

WOMEN. 

Conſtance, | Mrs. Roger. 
Aurelia, Mrs. Hook. 5 
Midnight, Mr. Ballock. | 
Steward's Wife, Mrs. Moor. 


Conſtable, Watch, exc. 
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TEE ESTI eee 


ACTI 
SCENE, Lodeings. 


Curtain drawn up, diſcovers Young Wou'dbe à re/- 
jug, and his Valet buckling his Shoes. 


ERE is ſuch a Plague every Morning, 
with backling Shoes, gartering, comb- 
ing, and powdering.. Pihaw! create 
hy Impertinence, I dreſs no more to- 
day. Were I an honeſt Brute, hat 
riſes trom his Litter, ſhakes himſelt, and 
) is dre ſt, I cou'd bear it. 


9 ERS 
7 


97 — 55 
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Enter Richmore. 


Rich. No farther yet, Hou'dbe ! *Tis almoſt One. 
Vo I. II. i . 
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Y. W. Then blame the Clock- makers, they made 
it ſo; Prithee, what have we to do with Time! 
Can't we let it alone as Nature made it? Can't a Man 
eat when he's hungry, go to Bed when he's ſleepy, riſ: 
when he wakes, dreſs when he pleaſes, without the | 
Confinement of Hours to enſlave him? 

Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I underſtand your Stoicifn 
You have loſt your Money laſt Night. 

V. V. No, no, Fortune took care of me there——| 
had none to loſe. 

Rich. Tis that gives you the Spleen. 

V. V. Yes, I have got the Spleen and ſomething eli 
— Hear Ke — 

Rich. How! [Whiſpers, 

V. V. Poſitively. The Lady's kind Reception was 
the moſt ſevere Vage I ever met with. Sha'n't ! 
break her Windows Richmore ? 

Rich. A mighty Revenge truly : Let me tell you, 
Friend, that breaking the Windows of ſuch Houlcs 
are no more than writing over a Vintner's Door, as they 
do in Holland Vin te koop. Tis no more than 1 
Buſh to the Tavern, a Decoy to the Trade, and to dran 
in Cuſtomers ; but upon the whole matter, I think, 
a Gentleman ſhou'd put up an Affront got in ſuct 
little Company; for the Pleaſure, the Pain, and the Re- 
ſentment, are all alike ſcandalous. 

Y. IV. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found von 
one Morning with the F!ying-Poſt in your hand, hunting 
for Phyſical Advertiſements ? 

Rich. That was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, 
in the Days of dirty Linen, Pit-Masks, Hedge-Taverns 
and Beef-Steaks : but now I fly at nobler Game, the 
Ring, the Court, Pawlet's and the Park. I deipie 
all Women that I apprehend any Danger from, es 
than the having my Throat cut; and ſhou'd ſcrupe 
to converſe even with a Lady of Fortune, uni! 
her Virtue were loud enough to give me Pride in e- 
poſing it Here's a Letter I receiv'd this Molt 


ing, you may read it. [Gives a Leue 
D's 1s 
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p Y. H. [ Reads Y 

F there be Solemnity in Proteſtations, Fuſtice in Hea- 
[ ven, or Fidelity on Earth, I may ſtill depend on the 
e Faith of myRichmore Tho' I may conceal my Love, 
Ino longer can hide the Effects ont from the World ————= 


Be careful of my Honour, remember your Vows, and fly to 
* the A % tha Diſconſolare . P 
* Clelia. 
The Fair, the Courted, Blooming Clelia ? 
Rich. The credulous troubleſome, fooliſh Clelia. 
e Did you ever read ſuch a fulſome Harangue — 
Lard, Sir, I am near my Time, and want yout Aſ- 
ers, ſiſtance Does the hilly Creature imagine that any 
wi; Man wou'd come near her in thoſe Circumſtances, 
at uneſs it were Doctor Chamberlain——You may keep 


the Letter. 
you i Y. V. But why wou'd you truſt it with me? You 
know I can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal in't. 
they ! Rich. For that reaſon I communicate it. I know 
thou art a perfect Gazette, and will ſpread the News 


un d. ; 

rw Nover the Town: For you muſt underſtand that I am 
hink, Now beſieging another; and I would have the Fame ot 
ſuch ny Conqueſt upon the Wing, that the Town may ſur- 


gender the ſooner. 

Y. #/. But it the Report of your Cruelty goes along 
„nh that of your Valour, you'll find no Garriſon of 
ny Strength will open their Gates to you. 

Nich. No, no, Women are Cowerds, the Terror pre- 
als upon them more than Clemency : My beſt Pretence 
o my Succeſs with the Fair, is my uſing em il; is 
Tang their own Guns upon em, and I have always 
and it the moſt ſucceſsful Battery to atfail one Re- 
ration by ſacrificing another. 

V. Ve cou'd love thee for thy Miſchief, did I not 

wy thee for thy Succeſs in't. 

Rich, You never attempt a Woman of Figure. 

V. E. Howr can I? This confounded Hump of 

me is ſuch a Burthen at my Back, that it preſſes me 

„n here in the Dirt and Diſcaſes of Covent-Gar- 
|S ten. 
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deu, the low Suburbs of Pleaſure Curſt Fortune 
Jam a younger Brother, and yet cruelly depriv'd of 
my Birth-right, a handſome Perſon ; ſeven thoutan 
2 Year ina direct Line, wou'd have ſtraiten'd my Back 
to {ome purpole— But I look, in my preicn: 
Circumſtances, like a Branch of another kind, gra+- 
ed only upon the Stock, which makes me grow © 
c100ked. 

Rich. Come, come, 'tis no Misfortune, your Father 
is ſo as well as you. 

V. U. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as wel 2; 
ae? Had I the fame Title to the Deformity, I cou 
bear it. 

ch. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of vour 
7*in-Brorher ? 

V. H. My Twin-Brother! Av, 'twas his croudingz 
me that ſpoil'd my Shape, and his coming half a 
Hour before me that ruia'd my Fortune My Fa 
ther expelld me his Houſe ſome two Years ago, be. 
cauſe I would have periuaded him that my Twin-Bro- 
ther was a Baſtard —He gave me my Portion, 
which was about fiftcen hundred Pound, and I hare 
irent two thouſand of it already. As for my Brother, 
he don't care a Farthing for me. 

ch. Why io pray? 

Y. V%. Avery odd Reaſon Becauſe J hate him. 

Nich. How fovid he know that ? 

Y. IF. Becauic he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be 


Rich. But did your Actions ever. expreſs any Malice 


him? 

Y. #7 Yes: I wou'd fain have kept him companr; 
but being aware of my Kindneſs, he went abroad. 
e las trave.'d theſe fire Years, and I am told, is: 
ve, ſober Fellow, and in danger of living a gres 
e; all my hope is, that when he gets into as 
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Brother before me, and a Hump behind me, a1! 
the. ſt; 
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thou art ſtill laying em in my way: Let us aſſume an 
Argument of leſs teverity Can'ſt thou lend mea 
Brace ot hundred Pounds ? 

Rich. Whar wou'd you do with 'em ? 

Y. W. Do with'em. There's a Queſtion indeed; 
Do you think 1 wou'd cat em. | 

Rich. Les, o' my troth wou'd you, and drink em 
together. Look'e, Mr. Mou de, Whilit you Kept 
well with your Father, 1] coicd nave ventu'd to have 
lent you five Guineas, But as the cate ſtands, I 
can aſſure you, I have lately paid off my Silters For- 
tunes, and 

V. I Sir, this Put-off looks like an Affront, when 
you know I don't uſe to take ſuch things. 

Kich, Sir, your Demand is rather an Afomt, when 
you know TI den' uſe to give ſuch taiugs. 

V. 1, Sir. Vupawn my Honour. 

Rich. That's mo. tgagd aheady for more than it is 
worth; you had ueiter pawn your Sword there, two. 
b:ing you 10: ty Shillin s. 

Y. J. *Sdeath, Si:——| Takes his Sword off the Table. 

Ich. Hold, Mc. I eu abe, ſuppoſe 1 put an end 
to your Misfortuncs a.. at once. 

V. H. How, Sir? 

Rich. Why, go to a Magiſtrate, and ſwrear you wou'd 
have robb'd me of Two hundred Pounds Look'e, 
dir, you have been often told, that your Extravagance 
wou'd ſometime or other be the ruin ot you; and it will 
go a great way in your Indictment, to have turn'd the 
Pad upon your Friend. 

Y. H,. This Uſage is the height of Ingratitude from 
you, in whole Company I have ipcnt my Fortune. 
Rich. I'm therefore a Witncls, that it was very ill 
ipenr Why wou'd you keep Company, be at equal 
Expences with me that have fircy times your Eſtate? 
What was Gallantry in me, was Prodigality in you; 
mine was my Health, becauſe I cou'd pay for't; your's 
a Dilcaſe, becauſe you cou'd not. 

A I. And is this all I muſt expect from our Friend- 
up! 


BW} Rich, 


16 The Twin- Rivals. 


Rich, Friendſhip! Sir, there can be no ſuch thing with. 
out an Equality. 

. I. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when there 
is occaſion for't. 

Rc. Right, Sir, ——our Friendſhip was over 1 
Bottie only; and whilſt you can pay your Club of 
Friendſhip, Im that way your humble Servant; but 
when once you come borrowing, I'm this way 
your humble Servant. Exit. 

V. V. Rich, big, proud, arrogant Villain! I have 
E-cn twice his £:cond, thrice ſick of rhe ſame Love, 
and thrice cur'd by the fame Phylick, and now he 
drops me for a Trifle That an honeſt Fellow in 
his Caps, ſhou'd be ſuch a Rogue when he's ſober! 
— —— The narrow-hearted Raſcal has been drinkin 
Coilce this Morning. Well, thou dear ſolitary Halt 
Croven, adieu Here, Jack, | Enter Servant] take 
this, pay for a Bottle of Wine, and bid Balderda(h 
bring it himſelf. [Exit Servant.] How melancho!y 
are my poor Þreeches; not one Chinæ Thou 
art a villzinous Hand, for thou haſt pick'd my Pocket. 
This Vintner now has all the Marks of an ho- 
neſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, a ſtrut- 
ting Belly, and a jolly Mien. I have brought hin 
above three Pound a Night for theſe two Years ſuccei- 
fively. The Rogue has Money, I'm ſure, it he wit 
but lend it. 


Enter Balderdaſh with a Bottle and Glafs. 
Oh, Mr. Balderdaſh, Good Morrow. 

Bald. Noble Mr. Hou dbe, m your moſt humble 
Servant. I have brought you a Whetting-Glals, 
the beſt Old-Hock in Europe; I know 'tis your Drink in 
a Morning. 


Y. M, Lil pledge you, Mr. Balderdaſh. 


Bald. Your Health, Sir. [ Drinks, 


V. V. Pray, Mr. Balderdaſh, tell me one thing, but 
firft fit down; Now tell me plainly what you think 
of me? | 


Bald, 
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Bald. Think ot you, Sir! I think that you are the 
honeſteſt, nobleſt Gentleman, that ever drank a Glaſs 
of Wine; and the beſt Cuſtomer that ever came into 
my Houſc. 

Y. V And you really think as you ſpeak. 

Bald. May this Wine be my Poiſon, Sir, if I don't 
ſpeak from the bottom ot my Heart. [ Drinks, 

V. V. And how much Money do you think I have 
ſpent in your Houle ? 

Bald. Why, truly, Sir, by a moderate Computation, 
I do believe, that J have handled of your Money the 
beſt part of Five hundred Pounds within theie two 
ears. 

6 Y. V. Very well! and do you think that you lie un- 
der any Obligation for the Trade I have promoted to 
your Advantage ? 

Bald. Yes, Sir; and if I can ſerve you in any re- 
* pray command me to the utmoſt of my Abi- 
ity. 

Y. WW. Well! thanks to my Stars, there is ſtill fome 


| honeſty in Wine. Mr. Balderdaſh, I embrace you and 


your Kindneſs ; I am at preſent a little low in Caſh, 
and muſt beg you to lend me a hundred Pieces. 
Bald. Why truly, Mr. Hou dbe, I was afraid it would 


come to this; I have had it in my Head ſeveral times to 


caution you upon your Expences: but you were ſo ve- 
ry genteel in my Houſe, and your Liberality became 
vou ſo very well, that I was unwilling to fay any _ 
hat might check your Diſpoſition ; but truly, Sir, 
can ſorbear no longer to tell you, that you have been a 
lit ie too extravagant. 

Y. W. But ſince you reap'd the Benefit of my Extra- 
vagance, you will, I hope, contider my Neceſſity. 

Bald. Conſider your Neceſſity! I do with all my 
Heart, and muſt tell you, moreover, that I will be no 
longer acceſſary to it: I deſire you, Sir, to frequent 
my Houſe no more. 

Y. V. How, Sir! | 

Bald. I fay, Sir, that I have an Honour for my 
good Lord your Father, 5 will not ſuffer his Son 

4 to 
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to run into any | Inconvenience: Sir, I ſhall order my 
Dravrers not toferve you with a drop of Wine. 
Wou'd you have me connive at a Gentleman's De- 
ſtroct! on? 

Y. 17, But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your er 
Conicien ce ſnould have caution'd me before. 

Pald. Mas! Sir r, it was none of my Buſineſs: Wou'l 
you have me be ſavrey to a Gentleman that was m 
veſt Cuſtomer? _ Lackaday, Sir, had you Money to ho 
it out ſtil, I had been hang! rather than be rude 
you But truly, Sir, when a Man 1s rain'd, ti 
but the Duty of a Chriſtian to tell him of it. 

V. IV. Will you lend me the Money, Sir? 

Pa. Will you pay me this Bill, Sir? 

Y. % Lend me the hundred Pound, and III pay the 
Brita — 

Bd. Pay me the BY, and I wil. — not lend you ths 
Hung: cd Pound, Sir. But p: Wo conſider . th 
Wurtelf, now, Sir; wWou'd not you think me an crian: 
Coxcomb, to truſt a Perſon veith Moncy that has 0 
ways been {0 extravagant under my Eye? whoſe Pro- 
f:!-nels I hase ſeen, I have felt, I have handed! 
Hare not I known you, Sir, throw away ten Pod 
Gia Night upon a Covey of Pit-Partridges, and à Sets 
tin 3-Doz ? Sir, you have made my Houte an il 
Houſ: : my ve: 7 Chairs will bear you no longer 
In ſho:r, Sir, 1 delire you to tree! dent the Crown nv 
moie, Sir. 

Y. UV. Thou S e Tun of Iniquity; have! 
f3-ned your Cacifs, and twelld your Bags with my 
Via. ood? Hay e I made you m * Companion to be 
thus awey to me? But now I wii kecp you at you? 


due Diſtæence. | Kicks him. 
Ser. Weiromne, Sir! : 
V. V. Well laid, Jack. [Kicks him again. 


Ser. Very welcome, Sir! I hope we ſiall have your 
Company another time. Welcome, Sir. 
[ He's kick'd cf. 
V. V. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give him 


a Weicome at the Door too. Exit Servant. 
This 


my 
o be 
you: 
Him. 
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This is the Puniſhment of Hell ; the very Devil that 
tempted me to Sin, now upbraids me with the Crime. 
II have villainouſly murdcr'd my | ortune, and 
now irs Ghoſt, in the lank ſhape of Poverty, haunts 
me: Is there no Charm to conjure down the Fiend ? 


Re-enter Servant. 
Ser. Oh Sir, here's ſad News. 


I9 


V. V. Then keep it to thyſelf, I have enough of 


that alre:dy. 
Ser. Sir, you will hear it too ſoon, 
Y. IV. What! is Broad below? 


Ser. No, no, Sir; vetter twenty ſuch as he were 


hang'd. Sir, your Father's dead. 


V. H. My Father! —— Good night, my Lord: has 


he left me any thing ? 
Ser. I heard nhing of that, Sir. 


Y. V. Then | believe you heard all there was ot it. 


Let me ce, 
ther abroad ! 


'Taufes.) 
bid her cc.ae hither preſently. 
VN oman was my Mother's Midwite when 1 was born, 
d has en my Bawd theſe ten Years. 
her Er cavours to corrupt my Brother's Miſtreſs; 
r Aſſiſtance wul be neccilary to cheat h'tm 
de; for ihe's famous for underſtanding the 
oi 2 Woman, and the wrong-tide of the 

[ Exit. 


* 
. 
| 
And TC 


Mid. Who's 
id. Madam. 
Has any MeJage been left for me to-day ? 

Yes, Madam; here has been one trom my 
that deiir'd you nu to 
i expected to cry out every Minute. 


/ 


. 
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SCENE changes to Midnight's Howe, 


Midnight aud Maid. 


My Father dead! and my elder Bro- 
It Neceſſity be the Mother of In- 
| vention, ſhe was never more pregnant than with me. 
lere, Sirrah, run to Mis. Midnight; and 
[Exit Servant.] That 


I have hid 


e OUT ot tlie 


4 + 'd © 


( 
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Mid. How! every minute Let me ſee 
[Takes out her Pocket-book.) Stilborn Ay —— ſe 
reckons with her Husband from the firſt of April; 
and with Sir James, from the firſt of March. Ay, 
ſhe's always a Month before her time. [Knocking at ti 
Door.] Go ſee who's at the Door. 

Maid Yes, Madam. [ Exit Maid, 

Mid. Well! certain'y there is not a Woman in the 
World ſo willing ro oblige Mankind as myſelf; and 
really I have been ſo ever ſince the Age of Twelve, 2 
I can remember. I have deliver'd as many Women 
of great Bellics, and help'd as many to 'em as any Per. 
ſon in England; but my Watching and Cares have bro- 
ken me quite, I am not the fame Woman I was forty 
years ago. 


Enter Richmore. 


Oh, Mr. Richmore ! you're a ſad Man, a barbarous Man, 

o you arc—— What will become of poor Clelia, Mr 
Richmore ? The poor Creature is ſo big with her Mi 
tortunes, that they are not to be born. [ Weep: 

Rich. You, Mrs. Miduight, are the fitteſt Perſon i 
the World to eaſe her of em. 

Mid. And won't you marry her, Mr. Richmore? 

Rich, My Conſcience won't allow it; for I have {wort 
ſince, to marry another. 

Mid. And will you break your Vows to Clelia ? 

Rich. Why not, when ſhe has broke hers to me? 

Mid. How's that, Sir ? 

Rich. Why, ſhe ſwore a hundred times never to grail 
me the Favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke bet 
Word. 

Mid. But ſhe lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the 
reaſon ſhe forgot her Oath. 

Rich. And I love Mr. Richmore, and that is the recon 
I forgot mine Why ſhou'd ſhe be angry that! 
follow her own Example, by doing the very ſame thicg 
from the very ame Motive? 


As 
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Mid. Well, well! take my Word, you'lt never 
thrive. I wonder how you can have the Face to 
come near me, that am the witneſs of your horrid 
Oaths and Imprecations! Are not you afraid that the 
guilty Chamber above-ſtairs ſhou'd fall down upon 
your Head? Yes, yes, I was acceſlary, I was ſo! 
but if ever you involve my Honour in ſuch a Villainy 

'F the ſecond time. — Ah poor Clelia! I lov'd her as I 
did my own Daughter you ſeducing Man. 
Nees. 


Rich. Hey, ho! my Aurelia. 
Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. 
Rich. Doſt thou know her, my dear Midnight ? 
| Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. Ah, you're a 
 {;4 Man ———Poer Clelia was handſome, but indeed. 
© Breeding, Pukeing, and Longing, has broken her 
much, 'Tis a hard caſe, Mr. Richmore, for a young 

Lady to ſee a thouſand things, and long for a thou- 
| (and things, and yet not dare to own that ſhe longs 

for one——She had like to have miſcarried other day 
N for the Pith of a Loin of Veal. Ah, you bartarous 
Man! 

Rich. But, my Aurelia! confirm me that you know 
her, and I'll adore thee. 

Aid. You wou'd fling five hundred Guineas at my 
Head, that you knew as much of her as I do: Why, 
dir, I brought her into the World; 1 have had her 
ſprawling in my Lap. Ah! ſhe was plump as a Puthn, 
dir. 

Rich. I think ſhe has no great Portion to value her- 
elt upon; her Reputation only will keep up the Mat- 
xt, We muſt firſt make that cheap, by crying it 
doven, and then Nell part with it at an eaty rate. 

Mid. But won't you provide for poor Clelia ? 

Ri h. Provide! Why han't I taught her a Trade? 
Let her ſet up when ſhe will, Il engage her Cuſt3- 
mers enough, becauſe J can anſwer tor the goodnc(; 
0: her Ware, 


ft 
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Mid. Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with Cre. 
dit, and take a Shop; that is, get her a Husband — 
Have you no pretty Gentleman your Relation nov, 
that wants a young virtuous Lady with a hand!ome 
Fortune? No young Templer that has ſpent his Eitue 
in the Study of the Law, and ſtarves by the Practice: 
No ſpruce Officer that wants a handſome Wife to mak! 
Court for him among the Major-Generals? Have vo. 
none of theſe, Sir ? 

Rich. Pho, pho, Madam you have tir'd me upon 
that Subject. Do you think a Lady that gave me 65 
much trouble before Poſſeſſion, ſhall ever give me an. 
after it? No, no, had ſhe been more obliging *1 
me when I was in her power, I ſhou'd be mate cis. 
to her now ſhe's in mine: My Aſſiduity before-han 
was an over-price ; had ſhe made a Merit of the ma: 
ter, ſhe ſhou'd have yielded ſooner. 

ſid. Nay, nay, Sir; tho' you have no regard to 
her Honour, yet you ſha!l protect mine: How de 
Think I have ſecur'd my Reputation io long among th: 
People of the beſt Figure, but by keeping all Mouths 
ſtopt? Sir, I: have no Clamours at me,——Heavens 
help me, I have Clamours enough at ray door enz 
and late in my t'other Capacity: In ſtort, Sir, a Hu 
band for Clelia, or 1 baniſn you my Preſence for e- 
ver. 

Rich. Thou art a neceſſary Devil, and I can't wan: 
thee. FA". 

15d. Look'e. Sir, 'tis vour own Advantage; tis on 
making over your Eftzte into the Hands of a Trufee; 


aud tho' you don't ablolutcly command the Premilt; 

et vou may exact cnough out of em for Neceſſaries 

when you WIII. 
eh. Patience a 
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itrle, Madam! have a young 
that (aptan of Horſe : He mortgage 
the laſt morſt! of his Eitate io me, to make up hs 
Equipage ior the lait Ca:apaign. Perhaps you know 
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Mid. Trueman]! Adſmylife, he's one of my Ba':ics; 
II can tell you the very mimndte he was n 
preciſely at three a Cock next St. George's Day. Trae- 
man will be two and twenty; a S: phng, the prertieit 
good- nat ur'd Child, and your Nephew! He muſt be 
the lan; and ſhall be the Man; I have a kindneſs for 
him. 

Rich. But we mult have a care; the Feilow wants 
neither Senſe nor Courage. 

Mid. Phu, phu, never fear her part, ſhe ſha'n't want 
Inſtructions ; and then tor her Lying-in a little abrupt- 
ly, tis my Buſineſs to reconcile Matters there, a Fright 
or a Fall excuſes that: Lard, Sir, I do theſe things 
every Day. 

Rich. Tis pity then to put you out of your Road; 
and Clelia ſhall have a Husband. 

Mid. Spoke like a Man of Honour. 
Ill ſerve you again. This Aurelia, you ſay 

Rich. O ſhe diſtracts me! Her Beauty, Family, and 
Virtue make her a noble Pleaſure. | 

Mid. And you have a mind, for that reaſon, to get 
her a Husband. 

Rich. Yes, faith: I have another young Relation 
at Camoridge, he's juſt going into Orders; and I think 
ſuch a fine Woman, with fifreen hundred Pound, is a 
better Preſentation than any living in my Gift; and why 
!ou'd he like the Cure the wor ie, that an Incumbent 
vas there before? 

Mid. Thou art a pretty Fellow At the ſame 
oment you wou'd perſuade me that you love a Woman 
o Madneis, you are contriving how to part with 
her? 

Rich. If I lov'd her not to Madncſs, I ſhou'd not run 
into theſe Contradictious Here, my dear Mother, 


1 1 17 4 
Avrelia's the Word 


And now 


(Dering her Money. 
AA. Pardon me, Sir; { Refuſmg the Money| Did you 
ever know me mercenary ? No, no, vir; Vire 
tue is its own Reward. 
dich. Nay, but Madam, I owe you for tac Teeth- 
oder you ſent me. | 


Ali, 
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Mid. O, that's another matter, Sir; [ Takes 1. 
Money.] I hope you like it, Sir? 
| Rich, Extremely, Madam. But it was ſomewhat 
dear of twenty Guineas. [ Ajrte, 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, here is Mr. Hon dbes Footman beloy 
with a Meſſage from his Maſter, 

Mid. I come to him pretently: Do you know that 
Nou dbe loves Anurelia's Couſin and Companion, Mrs. 
Conſtance with the great Fortune, and that I ſollicit 
tor hm? . 

Rich. Why, ſhe's'engzap'd to his Elder Brother: Be- 
fides, Young ou dbe has no Money to proſecute an 
Affair of iuch Cunicquence You can have no 
hopes of Succeſs rhere, I'm ture. 

Mid. Truly, I have no great hopes; but an induſtri- 
ous Body, you know. wou'd do any thing rather than 
be idle: The Aunt is very near her time, and I have 
acceſs to the Family when I pleaſe. 

Rich. Now I think on't; Prithee, get the Letter 
from Wou'dbe that I gave him juſt now; it wou'd be 
proper to our Deſigns upon Trueman, that it ſnoud 
not be expos'd, 

Mid. And you ſhew'd Clelia's Letter to Wor'dbe ? 

Rich. Yes. 

Mid. Eh, you barbarous Man——— Who the Devil 
wou'd oblige you What Pleaiure can you take 
in expoſing the poor Creature? Dear little Child, tis 
Pity, indeed it is. 

Rich. Madam, the Meſſenger waits below; fo II 
take my leave. [Exil, 

Mid, Ah, you're a ſad Man. [ Exit, 


The End of the firſt ACT. 


ACT 
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Baanbandaanaasandndenan 


A C T II. 
SCENE, The Park. 


Conſtance and Aurelia. 


Aur. TY Rithee, Couſin Conſtance, be chearful; let the 

dead Lord ſleep in Peace, and look up to the 
living ; rake Pen, Ink, and Paper, and write immedi- 
ately to your Lover, that he is now a Baron of Eng- 
land, and you long to be a Baroneſs. 

Con. Nay, Aurelia, there is ſome regard due to the 
Memory of the Father, for the Reſpect I bear the Son; 
beſides, I don't know how, I cou'd wiſh my young 
Lord were at home in this Junture: This Brother ot 
his Some Miſchief will happen — l had a very 
ugly Dream laſt Night In ſhort, I am caten up 
with the Spleen, my Dear. 

Auy. Come, come, walk about and divert it; the 
Air will do you good; think of other People's Affairs 
a little When did you ſee Clelia ? 

Con. I'm glad you mention'd her; don't you obſerve 
her Gayety to be much more forc'd than formerly, her 

Humour don't fit ſo eaſy upon her. | 
* Aur, No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. 
Con. Did you obſerve how ſhe devour'd the Pume- 
| granates yeſterday ? 
| Aur, She talks of viſiting a Relation in Zezceſter- 
re. 

A Con. She fainted away in the Country-Dance t'other 
ight. 

= Richmore ſhun'd her in the Walk laſt Week. 

Con. And his Footman laugh'd, Bk 

i”, 


| 
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Aur. She takes Laudanum to make her leey ; 
Nights. 

Con. Ah, poor Clelia! What will ſhe do, Couſn: 

Aur. Do! Why nothing till the nine Months be u 

Con. That's cruel, Aurelia, how can you make me: 
ry with her Misfor tunes? I am poſixive ſhe was n: 
eaſy Conqueſt; ſome ſingular Villainy has been practi;: 
upon her. 

Aur. Yes, yes, the Fellow would be practiſing up: 
me too, I thank him, 

Con. Have a care, Couſin, he has a promiſing Pe: 
ſon. 

Aur. Nay, for that matter, his promiſing Perſe 
may as ſoon be broke as his promiting Vows: Nause 
indeed has made him a Giant, and he wars with He 
ven like the Giants of old 

Con. Then why will you admit his Viſits ? 

Aur. I never did — But all the Servants are more 
his than our own; he has a Golden Key to even 
Door in the Houſe ; beſides, he makes my Uncle be- 
lieve that his Intentions are honourable ; and indeed he 
has {a'd nothing yet to diſprove it. But, Cou- 
fin. do you ſee who comes yonder, ſliding along the 
Mal!? 

Con. Captain Trueman, I proteſt; the Campaign |: 
improv'd him, he makes a very clean well-finiſud H. 
gue. 

Aur. Youthful, eaſy, and good-natur'd; 1 coul 
Will, he would know us. 

Co... Are you ſure he's vell-bred ? 

Aur, I teil you he's rood-natur'd, and I take geo! 
Manners to be nothing but a natural Deſire to be cat 
and agrecable to Whatever Converſation we fall into: 
and a Porter with this is manner!ly in nis we; and! 
Duke without it has cut the Breeding of a Duncing; 
Matter. 

Con. I like him for his Alection to my young 
Lord. 

Aur. And I iike him tor his AleCGcion to my you! 
Perion, 


i Con 4 
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Con. How, how, Couſin? You never told me that. 
Aur. How ſhou'd I? He never told it me, but 1 
ve diſcover'd it by a great many Signs and Tokens, 
that are better Security for his Heart than ten thouſand 
Vows and Promiles. 

Con. He's Richmore's Nephew. 

Aur. Ah! Wou'd he were his Heir too —Hc's a 
pretty Fellow But then he's a Soldier, and muſt 
bare his came with his Miſtreſs, Honour, in Flanders 

* No, no, I'm reſolv'd againſt a Man that di ſap- 
pears all the Summer like a Woodcock. 
As theſe Words are ſpoken, Trueman enters behind 


on 
*. them, as paſſing over the Stage. 
| ue. That's for me, whozver ipokeit. Aurelia! 


( ſurprix d.] 
Ihe Ladies turn about, 

1. Con. What, Captain, you're airaid of every thing 

ro Wet the Enemy. 

de. Tue. I have reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehen- 

e: were there is moſt danger: The Enemy is ſa- 

''.:14 with a Leg or an Arm, but here I'm in hazard 

c lung my Heart. ; 

ir. None in the World, Sir, no body here deſigns 
to attack it. 
e. Bur ſuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken alrcady, 

Mam? 

Zur. Then we'll return it without Ranſom. 

Zune. Bui iuppoſe, Madam, the Priſoner chuſe to ſtay 
hel it is. 

er. That were to turn Deierter, and you know, 

„(pra whar ſuch deſerve. 

HM e. The Pun ſlment it undergoes this Moment 

| Shot to Death — 

.. Jay, then, 'tis time for me to put in Pray, 
r, have you heard the News of my Lo. d kou'dbe's 
Pen h? 

Tue. Peoph ad not the Death of o he's, Madams 

* are Cxypicing g uemſcives. [To Conitince.] Do you 
Madam, the Penalty of wounding a Man in 
, N Park ? 10 Auel. 
Air. 
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Aur. Hey day! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to mak: 
a Vigo Bulineſs of it, and break the Boom at once: Mb *© 
Str, if you only rally, pray let my Couſin have be 
ſhare ; or if you wou'd be particular, pray be mor 
reſpectful; not ſo much upon the Declaration, I 
ſeech you, Sir. 3 


True. I have been; fair Creature, a perfect Cow. Ro 
ard in my Paſſion; I have had hard ſtrugglings wit * 
my Fear before I durſt engage, and now perhaps be. 
have but too deſperately. Y 

Aur. Sir, I am very ſorry you have ſaid fo much; fa MW © 
I muit puniſh you for't, tho? it be contrary to my l:- MW. - 
Clination Come Coutin, will you walk? 1 

Con. Servant, Sir. [ Exennt La. lia. 1 

True. Charming Creature! I muſt puniſh jou if 
for't, tho it be contrary to my Inclination Hope at 5 
Deſpair in a Breath. But I think the beſt, [Ex, n 

SCENE changes to Young Wou'dbe's Lodgings. os 


Young Wou'dbe and Midnight meeting. 


Y.i7. Thou Life and Soul of ſecret Dealings, we- 
come. 6d, 

Mid. My dear Child, bleſs the Who wound, 
have imagin'd that I brought this great Rogue into to 
World? He makes me an old Woman, I proteſt 
But adſo, my Child, I forgot; I'm ſorry for tie 
lois of your Father, ſorry at my Heart, poor Man, 
Mees. ] Mr. Wow dbe, have you got a Drop of Brandy 
in your Cloſet? Ia'n't very well to-day. 

V. V. That you ſha'n't want: but be pleas d tofit 
my dear Mother Here, Fack, the Brandy-Botte 
Now, Madam! have occaſion to uſe you !0 
dreiſing up a handſome Cheat for me. | 

Mid. 1 defy any Chamber-Maid in England to do !! 
better I have dreſsd up a hundred and fifty Cheats 
in my time. Enter Jack with the Brandy Bott. 
Here, Boy, this Glaſs is too big, carry it away, I'll tak: | 
x. Sup out of the Bottle. 72 


. 
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v. WV. Right, Madam And my Buſineſs being 


5 very urgent In three Words, 'tis this 

* Mid. Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Council. 
= [Drizks. ] There is nothing more comfortable to a 
I r Creature, and fitter to revive waſting Spirits, than 
a little plain Brandy; I a'n't for your hot Spirits, your 
„el Solis, your Ratifia's, your Orange- Waters, and 
„the like A moderate Glaſs of cool Nants is 
+ the belt rhing | 

Y v. V But to our Buſineſs, Madam My Father 
i dead, and I have a mind to inherit his Eſtate. 

* Mid. You put the Cafe very well. 


Y. V. One of two things I muſt chuſe Either to 
be a Lord or a Beggar. 

Mid. Be a Lord to chuſe 
' W ome that have choſen both. 

Y. V. I have a Brother that I love very well; but 
ſince one of us muſt want, I had rather he ſhou'd 
ſtarve than J. 

Mid. Upon my Conſcience, dear Heart, you're in 
the right on'r. 

0 V. H. Now your Advice upon theſe Heads. 

Mid. They be Matters of Weight, and I muſt con- 
ſider, [Drinks.] Is there a Will in the Caſe? 

Y. W. There is; which excludes me from every 
Foot of the Eſtate 
Mid. That's bad Where's your Brother ? 

Y. V. He's now in Germany, in his way to Eng- 
land, and is expected very ſoon. 

Mid. How ſoon? 

V. V. In a Month, or leſs. 

Mid. O ho! A Month is a great while! our Buſineſs 
muſt be done in an hour or two———-We mult ſup- 
pole your Brother to be dead; nay, he ſhall be actually 
dead and my Lord, my humble Service t'ye—— 
[ Drinks. 


Tho' I have known 


—-Make your Words good, and 11 — 

| Mid. Say no more, Sir; you ſhall have it, you ſhall 
ve it. 

Y. N. 


V. H. O Madam, I'm your Ladyſhip's moſt devoted 
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V. 77. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Midnight! ing 
MA. Nirs. Miduigot! is that all? Why ne A 
Mother, Aunt, Grandracther ? Sir, I have done mo: ted 
tor you this Moment, than all the Relations you hu”: 
in the World. = 
Y. V. Let me hear it. 
Mid. By the Strength of this potent Inſpiration, . 
have made you 2 Peer of England, with ſeven thoy | 2: 
ſand Pound a year My Tord, I wiſh you Joy, # 
{ Drink 4 

V. V. Taz Wornan's mad, I believe. Ja 

Aid, Quick, quick, my Lord! counterfeit a Let 
pretenily om Germany, that your Brother is ki!!d uM*** 
a Duel: Let it be directed to your Father, and fi“ 
to the Hands of the Steward when you are by. Vat 
fort of Fellow is the Steward ? 

V. H. Why, a timorous haif-honeſt Man, that a |: 
tle Perſuaſions will make a whole Knave—He wan 
Courage to be throughly Juft, or entirely a Vila 
but god backing wil: male him either. 

Mii. And he ſha'n't want that! I tell you the Le- 
ter mult come into his Hands when you are by; up 
on this you mult take immediate Poſſeſſion, and d 
you have the beſt part of the Law of your fide. 

Y. V. But ſuppoſe my Brother comes in the mea.” 


Mid. This muſt be done this very moment: LE 
him come when you're in Poſſeſſion, Ill warrant we: 
find a way to keep him out—— 

V. H. But how, my dcar Contriver ? | 3h 

Mid. By your Father's Will, Man, your Father 
Will That is, one that your Father might ha © 
made, and which we will make for him Vi (cnn 
you a Nephew of my own, a Lawyer, that {hal ca + 
the Buſineſs; go, get into Poſſeſſlon, Poſſeſſion, A 
ſay ; let us have but the Eſtate to back the Suit, au 
you'll find the Law too ſtrong tor Juſtice, I warrit 
Yu. 3 
Y. V. My Oracle! How ſhall we revel in Deugaßß 
when this great Prediction is accompliſh do———p_r 

thing 
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thing yet remains, my B other's Miſtreſs, the charm- 
in Conſlance——Let her be mine. 

Mid. Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o' courſe; ſhe's contrac- 
ted to you; tor ſhe's engag'd tro marry no Man but 
my Lord Ifor'dbe's Son and Heir; now you Leing the 
perſon, ſhe's recoverable by Law. 

V. V. Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contracted to him, 
were Injuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wife, an eatier 
F:rour will ſatisfy me. 

Mid, Why, truly, as you ſay, that Favour is ſo eaſy, 
that I wonder they make ſuch a Bultle a out 1: 
Dat get you gone and mind your Aff I nut 
a out mine Oh I had torgor Wie 
taat fooliſh Letter you had this Morning 7 fem Iuich- 
We 7 

. W. | have poſted it up in the Chocolate-Houſe. 

14 Yaw, [ Shrieks. | 1 ſhall fall into Fits; hold 
me 

V. V. No, no, I did but jeſt; here it is But be 
aſſar d, Madam, I wanted only time to have cxpos'd 


LR 


Mid. Ah! you barbarous Man, why ſo? 

V. V. Becauſe when Knaves of our Scx, and Fools 
of rours meet, they make the belt Jeſt in the World. 

Mid, Sir, the World has better ſhare in the Jet 
wiz we are the Knaves and you the Fools But 
one, Sir, if ever you open your Mouth about this 
I diſcover all your Tricks! therciore Si- 
lenc e and Satety on both ſides. 

v. 7. Madam, you need not doubt my Silence at 


preſent; becauſe my own Affairs will emp.oy me ſaf- 


neiently; ſo there's your Letter. Gives the Letter. 


and NOW to write my own. Exit. 


0, Adicu, my Lord Let me ſce? © Opens the 
Letter and reads \ If there be Solemill:y its rose La- 
10 Thac's fool th. very 09h: 
dad ſhe expect Solzmni'y in Proteſtations? Uni . 
uin, um. 7 may ill depend on the Faith of my Rich- 
nion h, poor Cleiia — m, um, um, I can 
wo longer hide the Effects out from the Horld, = 

1e 


— \,\, iv 
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The Effects on't! How modeſtly is that expreſt? We 
tis a pretty Letter, and I'll keep it. 
[Puts the Letter in her Pocket, and Eu 


SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe, 


Enter Steward and his Wife. 


Wife. You are to blame, you are much to blame 
Husband, in being ſo ſcrupulous. 

Stew. Tis true: This tooliſh Conſcience of mine ha 
been the greateſt Bar to my Fortune. 

Wife. And will ever be ſo. Tell me but one thi 
thrives, and I'll ſhew you a hundred that ſtarve by t 
Do you think tis tourſcore Pound a Year make; 
my Lord Gouty's Steward's Wife live at the rate d 
tour hundred? Upon my Word, my Dear, Im a 
good a Gentlewoman as ſhe, and I expect to te 
maintain'd accordingly : Tis Conſcience, I warrant, 
that buys her the Point-Heads, and Diamond Neck 
lace ? Was it Conſcience that bought her the fine 
Houſe in Fermain-ſireet? Is it Conſcience that enn 
bles the Steward to buy when the Lord is forced 0 


ſell? 


Stew. But what wou'd you have me do? 


Wife. Do! Now's your time; that ſmall Morfel of 


an Eſtate your Lord bought lately, a thing not wort 
mentioning; take it towards your Daughter Mel, 
Portion — What's two hundred a year ? Will nev! 
be miſs'd. 

Stew. Tis but a ſmall matter, I muft confeſs; an! 
as a Reward for my paſt faithful Service, 1 think u 
but reaſonable I ſhould cheat a little now. 

Wife. Reaſonable! All the Reaſon that can be; 
it the ungrateful World won't reward an honeſt an, 
why let an honeſt Man reward him:clt- There's 
five hundred Pounds you recciv'd but twio Days age, 
lay them atide———you may eatily fink it in the Charge 
of the Funcral————Do my Dear now, Kits me, and 


do it. 


ey. 
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Stew. Well, you have ſuch a winning way with 
jou! But, my Dear, Lm ſo much a id of m 
oung Lord's coming home; he's a cunning cloſe 
Fin, they ay, and will examine my Accounts very 
narrowly. 

Wife. Ay, my Dear, wou'd you had the younger 
Brother to deal with ; you might manage him as you 
pleas'd I {ce him coming. Let us weep, let 
us Weep. 

{They prll out their Handkerchiefs, and ſeem to mourn. 


Enter Young Wou'dbe, 


Lew. Ah, Sir, we have all loſt a Father, a Friend, 
ud a Supporter. 

ih Y.. Ay, Mr. Steward, we muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
Was he has done. And it is no ſmall Addition to my 
e G:ict, honeſt Mr. Clearaccount, that it is not in my 
„power to ſupply my Father's place to you and yours 
our Sincerity and Juſtice to the Dead, merits 
the greateſt Regard from thoſe that ſurvive him 
Hd I but my Brother's Ability, or he my Inclinations 
I'll aſſure you, Mrs. Clearaccount, you ſhould 
ot have ſuch cauſe to mourn. 

Hife. Ah, good noble Sir! 

Stew. Your Brother, Sir, I hear is a very ſevere 
an. 

| Y.J7. He is what the World calls 2 prudent Man, 
Ir. Ste ward: I have often heard him very ſevere 
pon Men of your Buſineſs ; and has declar'd, That 
r Form's ſake indeed he would keep a Steward, 
that he would inſpect into all his Accounts him- 


e; e. Aye, Mr. Heudbe, you have more Senſe than 
an, do theſe things; you have more Honour than to 
es Poable your Head with your own Affairs: Wou'd 
go, Heavens we were to ſerve you. 

ge N. *. Wou'd I cou'd ſerve you, Madam, — with- 
and H: Injuſtice to my Brother. 


Euter 


DD” — —. 
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Euter à Servant. 


Ser. A Letter for my id Hou dbe. 

Stew. It comes too late, alas! for his Peruſal; let . 
ſce it. Opens, and re; 

Frauk/ort, Octob. 10. New Style. 

Fra: fort! lier Franhjort Sir? 

Y. , la Gering! Ls Leiter mult be from ny 
Brother. I wap + e's coming home. 

Stew. 'T.5 none ot his Hand. Let me ſee. 


Read. 

Y Lord, 
3 troubled a.. "Ws unhappy Occaſion of ſending u 
vr Lord;vip; gu ave Son and ig 4/21 Friend 


1 yeſter- SEG .£tely kill in a Duet by a Gt 
man Count 


I fall love a Germin Count as lo ong as I } ve. 
My Lord my Lord, now I may call you ſo, inc: 
your Gder Broth1's dead. 

Y. W. and Wife, How |! 

Stew. Read there. 

[Gives the Lettsr, Wou'dbe per:iſe i 

V. N. Oh. my Fate! a Father and a B:other in on: 
Day! Havens! Tis too mach Where is the tz 

tal Mefe en zer? 

Scr. A Cem lewan. Sir, be ſaid he came Wy 01 
purfoir, He was afraid the Contents of the Let: 
Wan d unqus! ) my Lord for Company; io he wo 
tal cnother time to wait on- him. | 

Y. K. Nay, hen "us true; and there is truth in 
Dre:ms. Laſt PI. 5115 dic 22111! 

Wiſe. Rey, my 'Loid, I dreamt too; I dreamt! 
ſw your Frotier dre.s in a long Miniſter's Go. 
(Lo:d bleis us !) with a Book in his Hand, walking 
butore 1 cad B. dy 850 the Crave. 

V. T. Well, ir. Clearacconunt, get iourrirg cad. 


. , 1 * ) * , þ I E THE = * *Y ll Kerr 
Stem. Vi your Lordſliip have the old Coach cover & 


or a neu one made? 


Y. U. 
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Y. V. A new one—— The old Coach, with the 
Grey Horſes, I give to Mrs. Clearaccount here; tis 
rot fit ſhe ſhould walk the Streets. 
 IWWife. Heav'ns bleſs the German Count, I ſay.— 
'But, my Lord 
T. V. No Reply, Madam, you ſhall have it.. 
And receive it but as the Earneſt of my Favours 
Mr. Clearaccount, I double your Salary, and all the 
der vants Wages, to moderate their Grief for our great 
Loſſes Pray, Sir, take order about theſe Affairs. 

Stew. 1 ſhall, my Lord. ¶ Exeunt Stew. and Wife. 
v. V. So! I have got Poſſeſſion of the Caſtle, and 
if 1 had but a little Law to fortify me now, I believe 
Le might hold it out a great while. Oh! here comes 
Attorney. Vr. S«btleman, your Servant. 


_ > 
* 


Enter Subtleman. 


dub. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy; my Aunt Midnight 

bas ſent me to receive your Commands. 

Y. W. Has ſhe told you any thing of the Affair? 

dub. Not a Word, my Lord. 

Y. V. Why then — come nearer Can you make 

Man right Heir to an Eſtate during the Life of an 

der Brother ? . 

en $5. I thought you had been the eldeſt. 

MM v. 7. That we are not yet agreed upon; for you 

„nt know, there is an impertinent Fellow that takes 
fancy to diſpute the Senierity with me——For look'e, 

4 ini, my Mother has unluckily ſow'd Diſcord in the Fa- 
lily, by bringing forth Twins: My Brether, tis true, 

s Firit-born; but, I believe from the bottom of my 

cart, I was the firſt begotten. 

dub. I underſtand —— you are come to an Eſtate 

d Dignity, that by Juſtice indeed is your own, but 

ae WW Law it falls ro your Brother. 

MY. 7. 1 had rather, Mr. Saôtleman, it were his by 

tice, and mine by Law; for I wou'd Have the 

zongeſt Title, if poſſible. 


. vor. II. F Sub, 
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Sub. J am very ſorry there ſhould happen 29 
Breach between Brethren ;—— So I think it wou's }; 
but 4 Chriſtian and Charitable Act to take away 
Further Diſputes, by making you true Heir to g. 
Eſtate by the Laſt Will of your Father. Loobe |. 
divide Stakes — you ſhall yicid the Elder ſhip a. 
Honour to him, and he ſhall quit his Eſtate to you. 

Y. IU. Why, as you ſay, I don't much care it 1% 
grant him the Eldeſt, half an Hour is but a Trifle: 3; 
now ſhall we do about his Will? Who ſhall we get ui. 
prove it? 

Sub. Never trouble your ſelf for that: I expect: 
Cargoe of Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by the firſt tix 
Wind. 

Y. V, But we can't ſtay for them; it muſt be Cor 
immediately. 

Sub, Well, well; we'll find ſome body, I warr 8 
you, to make Oath of his laſt Words. 

. % That's impoſſible; tor my Father died of u 
Aroplexy, and did not ſpeak at all. 

5:6. That's nothing, Sir: He's not the firſt de 
Niu thar I have made to ſpeak. 

Y. V. You're a great Maſter of Speech, I der! 
queſtion, Sir; and JI can aſſure you there will be 
Gulncas tor every Word you extort from him in ny 


- » 


| A, ” — 
CIYUUL, 


. x | 
d. O Sir, that's enough to make your Graff... 
Grandiather ſpeak. Si 
V. I. Come then, Ill carry you to my Stew ; 
he ſhall give you the Names of the Mannors, and th 0 
: N . . . ' \ 

true Titles and Denominations of the Eſtare, and ti: N 
you ſhall go to work. Exe 
S CEN E changes to the Park. Ma 

| : 0 

Richmore ad Trueman meeting. by 


Rich. O brave Cuz! you're very happy with t 
Fair, I find. Pray, which of theite two Ladics \ 


eacounter'd juit now has your Adoration? Ki, 
| 5 
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True. She that commands by forbidding it: And 
ſince I had Courage to declare to her ſelf, I dare now 
4 * 070 it to the W ou: Aurelia, Si iT, 15 my Angel. 
N Rich. Ha! | A loag Tauſe.] Sir, I find you're of 
-W crery body's Rchgien; but methinks you make 2 
<= WW bold Flight ar firſt: Do you think your Caprain's Pay 


will ſtake againſt ſo high a Gametter ? 


ky True, What do you mean? 
= Rich. Man! Bleſs me, Sir, mean! You're a 
OE Man of mighty Honour, we ail knorwy. But I'll 


f =? ou a Secret. The thing is public k already. 
rue. I ſhou'd be Frog that. al! Mankind were ac- 

13 with it; I ſhoud deſpiſe the Paſſion that 
oa d make me either tha ud, or afraid to own it. 
| Rich, Ha, ha, ha! Prithec, dear Captain, no more 
ef che e Riodomontadeo's; you may as ſoon put a 
bs. zing- Amy upon us.——— ( tel! you another Se- 
ce. ive hundred Pound is the leaſt Penny. 

i-ue. Nay, to my Knowledge, ſhe has fitteen hun- 
red. 
Rich. Nay, to my Knowledge, ſhe took five. 
True. Took five! How! Where? 
Rich. In her Lap, in her Lap, Captain; where 
ſhow'd it be? 


VO Tue. I'm amaz'd! 
f Rich, So am 1, that ſhe cou'd be fo unreaſonable— 
Cr feen hundred Pound! 'Sdeath! had ſhe that Price 
rom you? 
* True. Sdeath, I meant her Portion. 


ich. Why, what have you to do with her Por- 
on? 
rut. 1 lov'd her up to Marriage, by this Light. 
ch. Marriage! Ha, ha, ha; 1 love the Gipſy for 
. Cunning A young, ealyy amorous, credulous 
ow of wo and 'twen' ty, was juſt the Game the 
ante! ; find ſhe preſently ſingled you out from the 
th (17 
cs Ius. ou diſtract me! 

Rel, A Soldier too, tliat muſt follow the Wars 
and leave her to Engagements at Rome. 
of True, 
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True. Death and Furies! I'll be reveng'd. | 

Kich. Why? What can you do? You'll challenge lt; 
Will you? 

True. Her Reputation was ſpotleſs when 1 wer 
over. 

Rich. So was the Reputation of Mareſchal Bouffer;, 
hut d'ye think, that while you were beating the Fre 
abroad, that we were idle at home? — No, no, w: 
have had our Sieges, our Capitulations, and Surrer- fi , 
dries, and all that — We have cut our ſelves out ga 
Winter Quarters as well as you. | 

True. And are you billetted there? : 

Rich. Look'e, Irueman, you ought to be very traf. 
to a Secret, that has ſav'd you from Deſtruction.— 
In plain terms, I have buried Five hundred Pounds i 
that little Spot, and I ſhou'd think it very hard, if you 
took it over my Head. 

True. Not by a Leaſe for Life, I can aſſure you 
Bur I ſhal— 

Rich, What! you ha'n't five hundred Pounds to give 
1.ook'c, ſince you can make no Sport, ſpoil none. li 
a year or two ſhe dwindles to a perfect Baſſet- Ban u- 
every body may play at it that pleaſes, and then e 
may put in for a Piece or two. Q 

1rue. Dear Sir, I cou'd worthip you for this. 

Rich. Not for this, Nephew; for I did not intend 
it, but J came to ſeek you upon another Afﬀair — 
Were not you at Court laſt Night? 

True, | was. 

Rich. Did you not talk to Clelia, my Lady Tata. 
Niece? 

True. A fine Woman! 

Rich. Well; I met her upon the Stairs; and hin 
ing her to her Coach, ſhe asked me, if you wies 
not my Nephew? And ſaid two or three warm thing 
that perſuade me ſhe likes you: Her Relations 
Intereſt at Court, and ſhe has Money in her Pocket. 

True. But this Devil Aurelia ſtill ſticks wn 


nie. 
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g Rich. What then! The way to love in one Place 
"W with Succeſs, is to marry in another with Conveni- 
ence. Clelia has Four thouſand Pound; this applied 


* do your reigning Ambition, whether Love, or Advance- 
ment, will go 2 great way: And for her Virtue, and 

Conduct, be aflur'd that no body can give a better Ac- 

"MW count of it than my ſelf. 

1 True. I am willing to believe from this late Acci- 

i dent, that you conſult my Honour and Intereſt in 


what you propoſe; and therefore I am ſatisfied to be 
govern'd. 
a Rich, 1 ſe the very Lady in the Walk—— We'k 
" about It. 
True. I wait on you. [ Exengt. 


S CE N E changes to Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


T. Wou'dbe, Subtleman, and Steward. 

Y. I. Weil, Mr. Subtleman, you are ſure the Wik 
is firm and good in Law. 

Sub, I warrant you, my Lord: And for the laſt 
Words to prove it, here they are. Look'e Mr. 
Clearaccount Yes that is an Anſwer to the 
Queſtion that was put to him, (you know) by thoſe 
about him when he was a dying——— Yes, or No, 
he muft have ſaid; ſo we have choſen Yes 
les, I have made my Will, as it may be found in the 
Cuſtody of My. Clearaccount my Steward; and I deſire 
ay ſtand as my Laſt Will and Teſtament. 
hb you ever hear 2 dying Man's Words more to the 

purpoſe? An Apoplexy! I tell you, my Lord had In- 

eas to the laſt. 

er. Ay, but how ſhall theſe Words be prov'd ? 
„, My Lord ſhall ſpeak em now. 
V1. 37 Shall he, faith! 
dub. Ay, now——if the Corps ben't bury'd————— 
Look'e, Sir, theſe Words muſt be pu into his Mouth, 
end drawn out again before us al 


de his laſt Words then I'll be perjur'd, 
F. 3 V. V. 


: and if they won't 
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Y. A. Vhat! violate the Dead! it muſt not be, M. 
Su btle was. 

Su. WI Eh all my heart, Sir! But I think yen be. 
Fetter violate the Dead of a Tool 01 1 than \ 9. 
tae living of {even houſand Pound a: Lear. 

v. 1, But is there no O Way? 


Sub. No, Sir, Wiy, d'ye think Mr. Clearacccan 
here will hazard Soul and Eody to frrexw Pn are 
att Words, untets they be ſr: ade his laſt Words? ! Tor a ? : 
Part, Sir, III {wear to nothing dur what 1 fee wit: | 
E yrs << De Out of a Man's 5 Mouth. 8 

'Y. Vs But it looks o unnatural. ( 

Sub. What! to open a Man's Mouth, and pat in: 
bit of Paper !—this is all. p 

H. But the Body is cold, and his Tecth cant x, 
got  alander. b. 

$6. But wat Occalion has your Father for Tre 5: 
now? U tell you W Dl yon I knew a Gentleman, th e- 
Days buten taken out of his Grave, and his dead Hand m7 


Jet to his Laſt WII. (uaeſs ſome e 95 made kim fn pe 
another atterwards,) and } £now the Eſtate ro be he in 
that Tenure to this > Day: and a ium Tenure it is; ri, m. 
dead Hand old, 1aik.it; and let me tell you, dead Tce, . 


will an as hard. me 
V. V. Well, weli, uſe your Pleaſure, you undder LM: 
the Law beſt. — | Exit Subtleman 7nd Scevail WE 12: 
Whit a niighty Confuf ion is brought in Families þ e. 
ſudden Death? Men ſliould do well to ſettle their Al {cj 
in time — Ila my Father done this before he was 
ken ill, what a irou. le had he fav'd us? But he wi 
taken ſuddeniy, poor Man! Wh 
N 
Re-enter Subtleman. 
Sub. Your ah ann ſtill bears you the old Grudge, | 
find! it was WiC ach Stru 2gling he conſented; | us 
ver F::cW 2 ian Pa och tO peak i in ny Lyfe. 2 
out 


Y. V. lic was A ays a! lap of tew Words. 

S. Nor my fatelj car Wines my iclf, a5 7 
Scrivi the pill love to do ching .,. 
clear Conf-icnce, [S6/ 1:5 
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Y. H. But the Law requires three Witneſles. 

Sub. O! I ſhall pick a Couple more, that perhaps 
may take my Word for't: But is not Mr. Cicar- 
accent in your Intereſt? | 

V. V. I hope ſo. 

sub. Then he ſhall be one; a Witneſs in the T:- 
mily goes a great way! beſides, theſe foreign F.v1- 
cenccs are riſen confounded!y ſince the Wars. I hope. 
it mine eſcape the Privatecrs, to make an hundred 
Pound an Ear of every Head of em But the 
Steward is an honeſt Man, and ſhall ſave you the 
Charges. [Ext 

V. . Solus.] The Pride of Birth, the Heats of Ar- 
petite, and Fear of Want, are ſtrong Temptations to 
latte. — But why Injuſtice:— The World hat! 

broke 2! Civilities with me, and left me in the cldett 

State or Nature, Wild, where Force, or Cunning ir!t 

crented Right. I cannot fay I ever knew a Father 
' true, I was begortcn in his Life-time, but I w: 
poſthumous born, ad liv'd not till he died—My tours 
"WW i1n3-cd I numbred, but ne'er enjoy'd em, till nis Mo- 
ment. My Brother! what is Brother? We are a! 
abe; ni the firſt rwo were Enemies. He ſtands before 
me in the Koad of Life to rob me of my Pleaſures. 
ly Senſes, form'd by Nature for Delight, are all a- 
% um'd.— My Sighr, my Hearing, Taſte and Touch, 
cal loudly on me tor their Objects, and they ſhall be 
-F faristy'd. ; Exit. 
The End of the Second A CT. 
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1 SCENE A Levee. 


Young Wou'dbe dreffaig. and ſeveral Gentlemen whi/- 
pering king cy turus. 

1. W Qt Urcly the greateit Ornamenc of Quality is a 

nn and a numeious Levee; ſuch a Croud 

F 4 of 
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of Attendants for the cheap Reward of Words and 
Promiſes, diſtinguiſhes the Nobility from thoſe that 
pay Wages to their Servants. 
[4 Gentleman whiſpers.) 

Sir, I ſhall ſpeak to the Commiſſioners, and uſe all my 
Intereſt, I can aſſure you, Sir. 

Another whiſpers.) 
Sir, I ſhall meet ſome of your Board this Evening; let 
me ſee you to-morrow. 

[4 Third whiſpers.) 
Sir, I'll conſider of it.—— That Fellow's Breath ſtinks 
of Tobacco. [Aſide.] O, Mr. Comick, your Servant. 

Com. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy; I have ſomething 
ro ſhew your Lordſhip. 

V. V. What is it, pray, Sir? 

Com. I have an Elegy upon the dead Lord, and 1 
Panegyrick upon the living one: In utrumque paratus, 
my Lord, 

V. I. Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. Comick — But pray, 
Mr. Comick, why don't you write Plays? it wou'd give 
one an Opportunity of ſerving you. 

Com. My Lord, I have writ one. 

V. V. Was it ever acted? 

Com. No, my Lord; but it has been a rehearſing 
theſe three Years and a half. 

V. V, A long time. There muſt be a great deal of 
Buſineſs in it ſurely. 

Com. No, my Lord, none at all I have another 
Play juſt finiſh'd, but that I want a Plot for't. 

V. M. A Plot! you ſhou'd read the Italian and Spa- 
iſh Plays, Mr. Comick I like your Verſes here 
mighrily. Here, Mr. Clearaccount. 

Com. Now for five Guineas at leaſt. [ Aſide. 

V. V. Here, give Mr. Comick, give him give 
him the Spaniſh Play that lies in the Cloſer Window. 
Captain, can I do you any Service? 

Cap. Pray, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt with the Ge- 
neral for that vacant Commiſſion: I hope, my Lord, 
the Blood 1 have already loſt, may intitle me to ſpill 
the Remainder in my Country's Cauſe. + 
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Y. V. All the reafon in the World C:p* 
tain, you may depend upon me for all the Service I 
can. 


Gen. I hope your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpeak 

to the General about that vacant Commiſſion: altho' 

I have never made a Campaign ; yet my Lord, my 

Intereſt in the Country can raiſe me Men, which, 

think, ſhon'd prefer me to that Gentleman, whoſe 

Bloody Diſpoſition frightens the poor People from 
liſting. 

Y All the reaſon in the World, Sir; you may 

| depend upon me for all the Service in my Power. 

> i Captain, LIl do your Buſineſs for you Sir, II 

ipeak to the General, I ſhall ſee him at the Houſe 

[ To the Gentlemen. 


Enter a Citizen. 


Oh, Mr. Alderman, your Servant Gentlemen 
1ll, I beg your pardon. [ Exeunt Levec. 
Mr. Alderman, have you any Service to command 


me? 
Ald. Your Lordſhip's humble Servant. I have 
a Favour to beg: You muſt know, I have a graceleſs 
Son, a Fellow that drinks and ſwears eternally, keeps 
a Where in every corner of the Town; in ſhort, he's 
of Wit for no kind of thing but a Soldier I'm ſotir'd 
of him, that I intend to throw him into the Army, let 
er ¶ the Fellow beruin'd, if he will. 
Y.W. I commend your paternal Care, Sir an I 
Leo you any Service in this Affair? i 
re Ald. Yes, my Lord: There is a vacant Company in 
v.one] What d' yecalum's Regiment, and if your Lo:d- 
i, Wip wou'd but ſpeak to the Genera 
ve V. . Has your Son ever ſery'd? 
w. A. Serv'd! yes, my Lord, he's an Enſign in the 
| rain-Bands now. 
. #7. Has he ever ſignaliz d his Courage? 
d. . Often, often, my Lord; but one Day parti- 
ll Naar, you muſt know, his Captain was flo buly 
upping offa Cargo of Cheeſe, that he left my Son 
. F bY 0 


4.4 The Twin- Rivals. 


to command in his Place Wou'd you believe 
it, my Lord, he charg'd up Cheapſide in the Front of 
the Ban Coats, with ſuch Bravery and Courage, tha 
1 could not torbear wiſhing in the Loyalty of my 
Heart, for ten thoautand ſuch Officers upon the Rive, 
Ah! my ord, wemuſtemploy tuch Fel.ow; 
as him, or we taal never humble the French King 
Now. my Lord, 't yoa cou'd find a Convenient time t0 
hint theſe thingsto the General. 

Y. V. All the reaſon in the World, Mr. Alderman, II 
do you all the Service I can. 

Ald. You may tell him, he's a Man of Courage, 
fit for the Service; and then he loves Hardihip, 
Fe - He ſleeps every other Night in the Round. 

ouſe. 

V. V. Il do you all the Service can. 

Ald. Then, my Lord, he falutes with his Pike 6 
very handſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart t'other 
Day——and he beats a Drumlike an Angel. 

V. V. Sir, I'll do you all the Service I can 

[ Not taking the leaſt Notice of the Alderman all 
this while, but dreſſiag himſelf in the Glaſ,, 

Ald. But, my Lord, the hurry of your Lordſhip's 
Affairs may put my Buſineſs out of your Head; there- 
fore, my Lord, I'll preſume to leave you ſome Me- 
morandum. 

V. H. Il do you all the Seryice I can 

[ Not minding hin. 

Aid. Pray, my Lord, [Pulling him by the Sleeve.) 
give me leave for a Memorandum; my Glove, I ſup- 
poſe, vvi.! do: Here, my Lord, pray remember me. 
[Lays his Glove upon the Table, and Exit. 

Y. V. II do you all the ServiceI can———— What, is 
he gone? Lis the moſt rude familiar Fellow Faugh, 


what a greaſy Gauntlet is here [A Purſe drops out 
of the Glove.] Oh! No, the Glove is a clean wel 
made Glove, and the Owner of it the molt reſpect— 
ful Perſon have ſcen this Morning, he knows whit 
diſtance {Chinking the Purſe] is due to a Man of 
Quality, — but what muſt J do for this? Friſure [To 

t 
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: his Valet,) do you remember r he Aw” 
tome? 

| Friſ. No, my Lord, Ithought your ! 

f v. M. This Blockhead thinks u {inn v 

c mind what People /ay WHEN THEY #0 10710% 62-44 
another caſe. Here, cali him back. [EA, I 
, he talk'd ſomething of the General, aad his Su, 
0 Train-bands, I know not what Stuff. 

y Re-enter Ald. and Friſure. 


. Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your Memorardiuin in 
my Pocket. 
1 Ald. O, my Lord, you do me too much Hon. 
V. V But, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you ee 
talking of, it ſhall be done; but if you gave a fe: 
Vote of it to my Secretary, it would not be am 
but, Mr. Alderman, ha'n't you the Feilow to it: 
Glove, it fits me mighty well, [ Putting on the Glove.) 
| it looks ſo like a Challenge to give a Man anodq Ginye 
Sad I wou'd have nothing that looks like Enmiry 
„between you and I, Mr. Alderman. : 
's Aid. Truly, my Lord, I intended the other Glove for 
Memorandum to the Colonel, but ſince your Lord- 
. ſnip has a mind to't [Gives the Glove. 
Y. H. Here, Friſure, lead this Gentleman to my Sccre- 
tu y, and bid him take a Note of his Buiincſs. 
Ald. But, my Lord, don't do me all the Service you 
can now. 
Y.7 Well. J won t do you all the Service I can————- 
eſc Citizens havea ſtrange Capacity of ſoliciting ſorne- 
Mme, | Exit AG. 


Enter Steward. 
Stew. My Lord, here are your Taylor, your Vint- 
ner, your Book ſeller, and halt a dozen more w:tn 
th -1 Bil. — La D 5 5 4 he 1975 Nein ia. 
LEID 11:5 a. te OOr, an 0 CY delire Their 1510 
ney. | 
V. V. Tell 'em, Mr. Clearaccount, chat when I was 
„ W + p:ivate Gentleman, I had nothing clic to do bur is 
run 
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run in Debt, and now that I havegot into a higher Rank, 


I'm fo very buſy I can't pay it s for that clamo- 
rous Rogue of a Taylor, ſpeak him fair, till he has 


made up my Liveries————then about a Year and: 
half hence, I ſhall be at leiſure to put him off for a Yew 
and a half longer. 


Stew. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below calls him. 
ſelf Mr. Baſſet, he ſays that your Lordſhip owes him fifty 
Guineas that he won of you at Cards. 

V. V. Look'e, Sir the Gentleman's Money is 4 
Debt of Honour, and muſt be paid immediately. 

Stew. Your Father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he 
always took care to have the poor Tradeſmen fatisty'd, 
whoſe only Subſiſtence lay in the Uſe of their Money, 
and was uſed to fay, That nothing was honourable but 
what was honelt. 

Y. V. My Father might ſay what he pleas'd, he was 


a Nobleman of very ſingular Humour but in 
my Notion, there are not two things in Nature more 
different than Honour and Honeſty ————now your 


Honefty 1s a little Mechanick Quality, well enough 
among Citizens, People that do not ng but pititul 
mean Actions according to Law ut your Ho- 
nour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any thing 
that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to level it {ſelf to 
whatis only juſt. 

Stew. Bur I think it is a little hard to have theſe poor 
Feople ſtarve for want of their Money, and yet pay this 
ſharping Raſcal fifty Guineas. 

V. II. Sharping Raſcal! What a Barbariſm that is? 
Why hs wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keeps 
2< god Company as any at White's; end between yon 
e! I, Sir, this ſhatping Raſcal, as you are pleaſed to 
call him, ſhall make more Iatereſt among the Nobility 
with his Cards and Counters, than a Soldier ſhall with 
is Sword and Piſtol, Pray let him have fifty Guiness 
immediate! V, Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE the Street; Elder Wou'dbe writing in 4 


Pocket-Book, in a Riding-Habit. 


E. W. Monday the 14th of December, 1702. I ar- 
riv'd ſafe in London, and. ſo concluding my Travels — 
Putting up his Book: 


Now welcome Countrey, Father, Friends, 

My Brother too, (if Brothers can be Friends:) 
But above all, my charming Fair, my Conſtance, 
Through. all the Mazes of my wandring Steps, 

Through all the various Climes that I have run ; 
Her Love has been the Loadſtone of my Courſe, 
Her Eyes the Stars that pointed me the Way. 
Had not her Charms my Heart entire poſſeſs'd, 
Who knows what Circe's artful Voice and Look 
Might have enſnar'd my travelling Youth, 
And fixt me to Enchantment ? 


| 
1 Enter Teague with a Port- Manteau. He throws it 
l down and ſits on it. 


Here comes my Fellow-Traveller. What makes you 
E upon the Port-Manteau, Teague! you'll rumple the 
things. 

Te. Be me Shoule, Maiſhter, I did carry the Port- 
Mantel til it tir'd me; and now the Port-Mantel ſhall 
carry me till I tire him. | 

E. H. And how d'ye like London, Teague, after our 
Travels ? 

Te. Fet, dear Joy, 'tis the braveſt Plaaſe I have 
een in my Peregrinations, exfhepting my nown brave 
Shitty of Carick Fergus Uf, ut, dere iſh a very 
grant Shmell hereabours Maiſhter, ſhall I run 
- = Paiſhtery-Cooks for ſhix Pennyworths of boil'd 

dect: 
"" WE 77. Tho! this Fellow travell'd the World over, he 
70u:d never loſe his Brogue nor his Stomach. 
vou Cormorant! ſo hungry and fo ea y? 


I Je. 
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Te. Early! Deel tauke me Maiſhter, *tiſh a pre: 
deal more than almoſt paſht twelve a-Clock. 

E. V. Thou art never happy unleſs thy Guts be ui 
up to thy Eyes. 

Te. Oh Maiſhter, dere iſh a dam way of diſtance, an; 
the deel a bit between. 


Enter Young Wou'dbe in a Chair, with four or fire 
Footmen before him, and paſſes over the Stage. 


E. W. Hey day who comes here ? With one, 
two, three, four, five Footmen ! Some young Fellow 
Juſt taſting the ſweet Vanity of Fortune. Run, 
Teague, inquire who that is. 

Te. Yes, Maiſhter. [Runs to one of the Footmen.\ Sir, 
will you give my humble Shervice to your Maiſhter, 
2 tell him to ſend me word fat Naam iſh upon 

im ? 

Foot. You wou'd know fat Naam iſh upon him ? 

Te. Yeſh, fet wou'd I. 

Foot. Why, what are you, Sir ? 

Te. Be me Shoul, I am a Shentleman bred and born, 
and dere 1ſh my Maiſhter. 

Foot. Then your Maſter would know it ? 

Te. Arah, you Fool, iſh it not the ſaam ting ? 

Foot. Then tell your Maſter 'tis the young Lord 
bu dbe, juſt come to his Eſtate by the Death of hi: 
Father and elder Brother. Exit Footma. 

E. W. What do I hear ? 

Te. You hear that you are dead, Maiſhter; fere »: 
you pleaſe to be buried? 

E. NV,. But art thou ſure it was my Brother ? 

Te Be me Shoul it was him nown ſelf; I know! 
him very well, after his Man told me. 

E. H. The Buſineſs requires that I be convinc'd wit! 
my own Eyes; I! follow him, and know the bottom 
on't Stay here till I return. | 

Te. Dear Maiſhter, have a care upon your ſlielt 
Now they know you are dead, by my ſhoul they ms) 
kill you. 


E. H. 


PAR aA. a> 
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E. #. Don tears none of his Servants know me, 
and 1] *ake car 9 teep my Face from his Sight. It 
concerns me ww s l myſelf, till I know the En- 
ginzs of this Coin noe. Be ſure you ſtay till I 
come to you; ard ter no body know whom you be- 


long to. ; Exit. 
Te. Oh, ho, hon, poor Teague is left alone. 
[Sits on the Port-Manteas. 
b Enter Subtleman and Steward. 
y Sub. And you won't {wear to the Will? 
, Stew. My Conlicicnce tells me I dare not do't with 
Satety. 
I, Sub. But if we make it lawful, what ſhou'd we fear? 


, We now think nothing againſt Conſcience, till the 
n MW Cauſe Le thrown out ot Court. 

Stew. In you, Sir, tis no Sin, becauſe tis the Princi- 
ple of your Profeſſion : But in me, Sir, *tis downright 
perjury indeed — You can't want Witneſſes enough, 
'fnce Money won't be wanting and you muſt 
loſe no time; for I heard juſt now, that the true Lord 
ou dbe was ſeen in Town, or his Ghoſt. 

Sub. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure; for a Nobleman 
without an Eſtate, is but the Shadow of a Lord 
Well; take no care: Leave me to my ſelf; I'm 
near the Friers, and ten to one ſhall pick up an Evi- 
dence. 


Stew. Speed you well, Sir. [ Exit. 
vi u. There's a Fellow that has Hunger and the Gal- 


lows pictur'd in his Face, and looks like one for my 
Parpote Hon now, honeſt Friend, what have you 


eo: under vou there? 
Te. NO! 11:7, dear Tor. 
ith $:.6. Notting ! ls it not a Port-Manteau ? 
om Je. Tn is noting to ycu. 
Sub. The Folow's a Wit. 
lt: Te, Fair am 1! My Grandtader was an Jri Poet 


aa W— e did write 2 rear Boox of Verics concerning 
tae Vars between St. Patrick and the Wolt-Dogs. 


Sub 
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Sub. Then thou art poor, I'm afraid? 

Te. Be me Shoul, my fole Generation iſh ſo— 
have noting but thiſh Port-Manteau, and dat it ſhelf iſ 
not my own, 

Sub. Why, who does it belong to? 

Te. To my Maiſhter, dear Joy. 

Sub. Then you have a Maſter? 

Te. Fait I have, but he's dead. 

Sub. Right! And how do you intend to 
ive ? 

Te. By eating, dear Joy, fen I can get it, and by 
Hoping fen I can get nonc Tiſh the Faſhion ot 
Ireland. 


Sub. What was your Maſter's Name, pray ? 

Te. [ Aſide.) I will tell a Lee now; but it ſhall be 1 
true one. Macfadin, dear Joy, was his Naam, 
He vent over vith King Famiſh into France 
He was my Maſter once. Deere 1ſh de true Lee; 
Aide. 


noo. 

Sub. What Employment had he? 

Te. Fe ne ſay pas. 

Sub. What, can you ſpeak French ? 

Te. Ouy Monſeur,. — I did travel France and Spain, 
and Italy ; ———Dear Joy, I did kiſh the Pope's Toe, 
and dat will excuſe me all the Sins of my Life ; and 
fen I am dead, Sr. Patrick will excuſe the reſt. 

Sub. A rare Fellow for my purpoſe. ¶Aſide.] Thou 
look'ſt like an honeſt Fellow; and if you'll go with me 
to the next Tavern, I'll give thee a Dinner and a Glase 
of Wine. 

Te. Be me Shoul tis dat I wanted, dear Joy; come 
along, I will follow you. 

[Runs out before Subtleman with the Port Manteau en 

his Back. Exit Subtleman. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe. 


E. W. My Father dead! mv Birth-right loſt! How 
have my drowſy Stars ſlept over my Fortune? Ha! 
[ Looking about] my Servant gone! The ſimple, poor, 
ungrateful Wretch has left me.] took m up 

om 
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tom Poverty and Want; and now he leaves me juſt 
[WF ;; 1 found him. My Cloaths and Money too ? 
hut why ſhould I repine ? Let Man but view 
the Dangers he has paſt, and few will fear what Ha- 
zards are to come. That Providence that has ſecur'd 
my Life from Robbers, Shipwreck, and from Sickneſs, 
is {till the Game ; ftill kind whilſt I am juſt. M 
Death, I find, is firmly believ'd ; but how it gain' 15 
0 unirerſal Credit, I fain wou'd learn — Who comes 
here — honeſt Mr. Fairbank ! My Father's Gold- 
7 W ſmith, a Man of Subſtance and Integrity. The Al- 
Iteration of five Years Abſence, with the Report of 
my Death, may ſhade me from his Knowledge, till I 
enquire ſome News. [ Enter Fairbank.] Sir, your hum- 
bie Servant. 


ä Fair. Sir, I don't know you. [Shunning him. 
— E. IA. 1 intend you no harm, Sir; but ſeeing you 


come from my Lord Hou dbe's Houle, I would ask you 
, Wa Queſtion or two———Pray what Diſtemper did my 
Lord die of ? 

Fair. J am told it was an Apoplexy. 

E. H. And pray, Sir, what docs the World fay ? Is 
his Death lamented ? 

Fair. Lamented! My Eyes that Queſtion ſhou'd re- 
ſolve; Friend, Thou knew'it him not; elſe thy 
own [Heart had aniwer'd thee. 

E. H. tis Grief, methinks, chides my Defect' of. Fi- 
lai Duty. [Aſide.] But I hope, Sir, his Lois is partly 
recompens d in the Merits of his Succeſlor. 

Fair, It might have been; but his eldeſt Son, Heir 
o his Virtue and his Honour, was lately and unfortu— 
ld in Germany. 

E. 1. How unfortunately, Sir? 

Fair. Unfortunately for nim, and us——— I do re- 
dember him. le was the mildeſt, humbleſt, 
weeteſt Vouth. 

* E. I. Happy indeed had been my Part in Life, if 

a left this Humane Stage, whiltt this fo ſpotleſs, 
„ Fuso fair Applauſe, had crown'd my going off. A- 
? lde, Well, Sir. £ 
n Fair. 
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Fair. But thoſe that aw him in his Travels, 0 
ſuch Wonders of his Improvement, that the Rex: 
recall'd his Father's Ycars ; and with the Joy to her 
his Hermes praisd, lie oft wou'd break the Chains 
Gout and Ape; and leaping up with Strength a 
greeneſt Youth, cry, My Hermes is my ſelf; Me 
thinks 1 live my ſprightly Days again, and 1 am yo; 
in him. 

L. W. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man muſt own a Peer 
ſure in the hearing ot ais Praiſe. [AA 

Fair. You're thoughtful, Sir Had you any Re: 
lation to the Family we talk of? 

E. V. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern in the 
publick Lois——— Bar pray, Sir, what Character Co 
the preſeat Lord bear ? 

Fair. Your Pardon, Sir. As for the Dead, thei 
Memories are left unc: garded, and Tongues may touch 
them freely : Bat for the Living, they have provides 
for the Satety ot their Names by a ſtrong Incloſure of 
the Law. There's a thing calld Scandalum Magur 
tum, Sir. 

E. #7. I commend your Caution, Sir; but be :{iur? 
I intend not to cvtrap you lam a poor Gents 
man; «nd having heard rich of the Charity of ti 
old Lo:d Ho: de, I had a mind to apply to his Son; 
and therefore rnquir'd his Character. | 

Fair. Alas! Sir, things are chang'd : That Houle 
was one what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage to 
ſeek, 1: have its Pains rewa:ded The node 
Lord, the truly noble Lord, held his Eſtate, his lo- 
nour, and his Houe, as if they were only len. pon 
the Inte: cit of doing good ro others. He kept a Por. 
ter, not to exclude, rut ferve the Poor. No Cre: 
tor was ſeen to guard his going our, or waici its 
coming in: No craving Eyes, but Looks of {miiing 


Gratirude. — But now, that Family, wlach ide 
a Garden fairly kept, invited every Stange 0 15 
Fruit and Shade, is pow run o'er with Werds. 
Nothing but Wine and Revelling within, a C1049 9 
noiſy Creditors without, a Train of Servants in{o.cnt! 
prou 
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Proud nn ————Vou'd rou believe it, Sir, as 1 offer'd 
0 0 in juſt nvvr, the rude Porter puſh a me back 
with his Staff - Ll ant at this pretent (thanks to 
bee ad my Induitry) worch twenty ; thouſand 
Pounds. I Pay he f Part of this to maintain the 
Liberty of the Nat ici wid vet this Slave, this impudent 


dn Save offer d tolirikemr 
And if they 


. 16. Twas hard, Sir, e hard: 
£4 a Man of your Subſtan. - 0 roughly, how will they 


aanage me, that am not wont! Þ firoal ? 
Air. I Won d not vrillngl, aud your Hopes of 
aa ir 5a) happen. — tit you can drink and {wear, 


* ”” 1 = not pay that Price for his Lordſhip's 

eum, would wextendto half he's Worth. Sir, I 

h you rnanks for your Caution, and ſhall ſteer another 
curte. 

Fri Sir, you look like an honeſt, modeſt Gentle- 
nan. Cy me Lore with me; I am as able to give 
ea Dinner as my Lord; and you {4.1 be very wel- 
come to cat at my Table every Day till you are better 
2 OV ded. 

E. I. Good Man. [ 4/ide.) Sir, I muſt beg you to 
excule me to-day: But 1 hall find a time to accept of 
your Favours, or at lcaſt to thank you for enn. 

Fair. Sir, you thall be very welcome whenever you 
ESI Exit. 

E. V. Gramercy, Citizen! Surely, if Jaitice were an 
Hlerad, ſhe would give this Tradeſman a nevler Coat 
o Arms than my Brother. Bui I delay: I 
92g to vindicatethe Honour of my Station, and to diſ- 
- ce this bold Uſurper: Bur one Concern, me— 
Uinks, is nearer ſtill, my Conſtance! Shou'd ſic upon 
the umour of my Death, have i:x'd her Heart elſe- 
ware, tuen I wer? dead indeed; but it ſne ſtill 
prove true, Brother, iit faſt: 


I! ſhake your Strength. all Obſtacles remove, 
SHjiain'd by Fuſtice, aud iir d by Love. Exit. 
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SCENE an Apartment. Conſtance, Aurelia. 


Con. For Hea'vn's ſake, Couſin, ceaſe your imper- 
tinent Conſolation: It but makes me angry, and raiſe; 
tvro Paſlions in me inſtead of one. You ſee I commit 
no Extravagance, my Grief is lent enough: my Tear; 
make no Noiſe to diſturb any body. Idefire no Com. 
panion in my Sorrows ; leave me to my ſelf, and yon 
comfort me, — 

Aur. Bur, Coulin, have you no regard to your Re. 
putation? this immoderate Concern for a young Fe- 
low. What will the World ſay? You lament him like 
a Husband. 

Con. No; you miſtake: I have no Rule nor Method 
for my Grief; no Pomp of black and darkned Rooms, 
no formal Month for Viſits on my Bed. I am content 
with the {light Mourning of a broken Heart; and a 
my Form is Tears, 


Enter Midnight. 
Mid. Madam Aurelia, Madam, don't diſturb her. 


Cale to be croſèd in one's firſt Love But you ſlou's 


conlider, Madam [To Conſtance] tha: ve are ail bon 


to dic, {ome young, ſome old. 


Con. Better we all dy'd young, than to be plagu'd with 
Age, as Iam. I find other Folks Years are as troubee· 


ſome to us as our own. 

Mid. You have Reaſon, you have Cauſe to mou. 
He was the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe, 
that I know; tho' I muſt confeſs too, that Ben ha 
much the finer Complexion when he was born: Bu! 


then Hermes, yes Hermes had the Shape, that he huh: 
hut of all the Infants that I ever beheld wing; 


my Eyes, I think Ben had the fineſt Ear, Wax-wotk 
perfect Wax-work; and then he did ſo ſputter at ths 
Breaſt! His Nurſe was a hale, well- com plexion- 


ed, ſprightly Jade, as ever I aw; but her Milk ws! 


litte 


Every thing muſt have its vent. Tis a hard 


gh 
Vi. 
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4 little roo ſtale; tho' at the fame time, *twas as blue 
and clear as a Cambrick. 

Aur. Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Conſo- 
lation to my Couſin? | 

Mid. No, no, Madam, that's to come. I tell 
you, fair Lady, you have only loſt the Man; the Eſtate 
and Title are ſtill your own; and this very moment I 
wou'd ſalute you Lady Nou abe, if you pleas'd. 

Con. Dear Madam, your Propoſal is very tempting, 
let me but conſider till to-morrow, and I'll give you 
an Anſwer. 

Mid. I knew it, I knew it; I ſaid, when you 
were born, you wou'd be a Lady; I knew it. To- 
morrow, you ſay. My Lord ſhall know it immedi- 
acl y, [ Exif. 

Aur. What d'ye intend to do, Couſin ? 
ö Con. To go into the Country this moment, to be 
fee from the Impertinence of Condolance, the Perſe- 
vWF cution of that Monſter of a Man, and that Devil of a 
| Woman. O Aurelia, I long to be alone. 1 
am become ſo fond of Grief, that 1 would fly where 
might enjoy it all, and have no Interruption in my 
er. darling Sorrow. 


rd | | 

vo Enter Elder Wou'dbe unperceiv d. 

l E.7. In Tears! perhaps for me! I'll try—— 

rith [ Drops a Picture, and goes back to the Entrance, 


= and liſtens. 
|F 47. If there be aught in Grief delighttul, don's 
grudge me a ſhare. 
| Con. No, my dear Aurelia, 1'il engroſs it all. 1 
bi d him fo, methinks 1 ſhou'd be Jealous if any 
zul oarned his Death beſides my ſelf. What's here! 
bull bes up the Picture. ] Ha! ſee Couſin—the very Face 
and Features of the Man! Sure ſome officious Angel 
is brought me this for a Companion in my Solitude 
Now I'm fitted out for Sorrow. With this I'll 
ch, with this converſe, gaze on his Image till I grow 
dend with Weeping. 


Ar. 
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Aur. Im amaz'd! how came it here! 

Con. Whether by Miracle or humane Chance, t, 
all alike; I have it here: Nor ſhall it ever ſeparie 
from my Breaſt— it's the only thing cou'd give me 
Joy, becauſe it will encreaſe my Griet. 

E. V. [ Entring.] Moſt glorious Woman! now I an 
fond of Lite. 

Aur. Ha! What's this? Your Buſineſs, pray Sir? 

E. V. With this Lady. {Cores to Conſtance, 740 
her Hand, and kneels.| Here let me worſhip that Ert 
tection, whole Virtue might attract the lining A: 

elz, and make cm fraile to ſee fuch Purity, o le 
themſclves in humane Shape. 

Con. Hermes ! 

E. IV. Your living Hermes, who ſhall die yours too 

Con. Now Paſſion, powerful Pailion, would bear r: 
like a Whirlwind to his Arms: But my Sex hi: 
Bounds——'Tis wondrous, Sir! 

E. V. Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate tor 
Man, and mot cloſely laid, is the Serpentine Line tht 

ides him into Happineſs! that hidden Power 
which did permit thoſe Arts to cheat me of my Birth- 
right, had this Surpriſe of Happineſs in ſtore, wel 
knowing that Grief is the beſt Preparative tor Joy. 

Con, I never found the true Sweets of Love, till this 
Romantick Turn, dead and alive! my Stars are po— 
etical. For Ileaven's fake, Sir, unriddle your For- 
tune. 

E. V. That my dear Brother muſt do; for he mace 
the ZErigma. 

Aur. \vlcthinks I ſtand here like a Fool all this wi. 
Wou'd J had ſome body or other to fay a fine thing c. 
two to me. | 

E. WW. Madam, I beg ten thouſand Pardons : I har: 
my Excutc in my Rand. 

Atir. My Lord, I with you Joy. by 

E. HE. Pray, Madam, don't trouble me with a Tt 
till 1 am better equipt for ir. My Peerage wou'l wv 
a little ſhabby in thele Robes. 


pe: 
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Con. You have a good Excuſe, my Lord; you can 
wear better when you pleaic. 
EE. / I have a better Excuſe, Madam. 
tre the beſt I have. 

Con. How, my Lord? 

E. V. Very true, Madam, I am at preſent, I believe, 
the pooreſt Peer in England. — Hark'e, Aurelia, pri- 
thee lend me a Piece or two. 

Aur. Ha, ha, ha, a poor Peer indeed! he wants a 
Guinea. 

Con, I'm glad on't with all my Heart. 

E. H. Why fo, Madam? 

Con. Becauſe I can furniſh you with five thouſand. 

E. V. Generous Woman! 


Theſe 


8 Enter Trueman. 

u,, my Friend too! 

"WH Tre. I'm glad to find you here, my Lord: Here's a 
current Report about Town that you were killd. I 
5 was afraid it might reach this Family; ſo I come to 


ps 8 the Story by your Letter to me by the laſt 
oft. 

Aur. I'm glad he's come; now it will be my turn, 
Couſin. 

True, Now, my Lord, I wiſh you Joy; and 1 ex- 
pect the ſame from you. 

E. N. With all my Heart; but upon what Score? 

True. The old Score, Marriage. 

E. II. To whom? 

True, To a Neighbour Lady here. 

[ Looking at Aurelia. 


near as you imagine, Sir. 

Irue. The Lady mayn't be ſo ncar as you imagine, 
Madam. 

Aur. Don't miſtake me, Sir: I did not care if the 
Lady were in Mexico. 

Irue. No: 1 neither, Madam. 

Aur, Youre very hort, vi, 


: Tue. 
Con. 


Aur. Impudence! ¶ Aſide.] The Lady mayn't be to 
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True. The ſhorteſt Pleaſures are the ſweet eſt, m2 
1 know. 
0 Aur. Sir, you appear very different to me, fron 
[i What you were lately. 
True. Madam, you appear very different to me, y 


| what you were lately. 
10 Aur. Strange ! 
1 [This while Conſtance and Wou'dbe entertain u 


iN another in dumb Shew. 

l True. Miraculous ! 

Aur. I could never have believ'd it. 
True. Nor IJ, as 1 hope to be ſav'd. 
Aur. Ill Manners ! 

True, Wore. 

Aur. How have I deſerv'd it, Sir? 
True. How have I deſerv'd it, Madam ? 
Aur. What? 
True. You. y 


Aur. Riddles! 
True. Women! My Lord, you'll hear of me z 
IWhite's. Farewel. Run of MF... 
E. W. What, Trueman gone! - 
Aur. Ves. [Walks about in Diſordr, 8 
Con. Bleſs me; what's the matter, Couſin? * 
Aur. Nothing. 4 
Cor. Why are you uneaſy? 
Aur, Nothing. 5s 
Cor. What ails you then? * 
Aur. Nothing, I don't love the Fellow, — f. 
yet to be affronted, L can't bear it. . 
| [Burſts out à crying, and runs of i © 
Con. Your Friend, my Lord, has affronted Aurelia © 
E. WW. Impoilible! His regard to me were ſufficient . 
Security for his good Behaviour here, tho' it were nf 
his Nature to be rude eliewhere. She has cer: , 


tainly us'd him ill. 
Con. Too well rather. TC 1 
E. W. Too well! have a care, Madam that, wit 


ſome Men, is the greateſt Provocation to a Slight. 


(N. 8 
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Con. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her Uſage never went 
© farther than mine to you; and ſhould take it very ill 
obe abus'd for it. 
FE. , I'll follow him, and know the Cauſe of it. 
Con. No, my Lord, I il follow her, and know it: 
Belides, your own Affairs with your Brother require 
you at preſent. [ Exeunt. 


CRIT RIC RN CRRSS 


A 1 W. 
SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Horſe. 


Young Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 


4 


V. V. Eturn'd! Who ſaw him? Who ſpoke with 
| him? He can't be return'd. 

Sb. My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying with 
the Porter, who has private Orders from me to admit 
no body till you ſend him word, that we may have 
he more time to ſettle our Affairs. 

Y. 1, Tis a hard Caſe, Mr. Subtleman, that a Man 
n t enjoy his Right without all this Trouble. 

Sub. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the Benefit of Law 
ou, what an Advantage it is to the Pablick for ſe- 
uring of Property.— Had you not the Law of 
var de, who knows what Devi.es might be pra- 
of 54 to defraud you of your Right —BÞut I have 


n A 
* * 


rder. 


4 ——— The Will is in true form; and you 
Fe 14. In i x * * ! 

cient e Witnefles already to ſwear to the laſt Words 
rein. ir Father. 

ö & 

ce: Then you have got another. 


56. Les. yes, a right one; —and I ſhall pick 
other tine enough beivie the Term:———And 
dare Planted three or tour Conſtables in the next 
n, to take care of your Brother if he ſhou'd be 
TT OUS, 
Can % Then you think we are ſecure, 
l. G S1 


> — . 
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Sub. Ay, ay, let him come now when he plez{: 


tance. 


Y. U. Unkind Brother! to diſturb me thus, juſt | 
the {wing and ſtretch of my full Fortune! Where i: 


Tye of Blood and Nature, when Brothers will do chi 


Had he but ſtaid till Conſtance had been mine, his Pre. 


{ence or his Abſence had been then indifferent. 


Enter Midnight. 


Mid. Well, my Lord, [Pants as out of Breath] you" 


ne'er be ſatisfied till you have broke my poor Heart. 


have had ſuch ado yonder about you with Madam Ci 


ance but ſhe's your own. 
V. V. How! my own! Ah, my dear Helpmate, Ia 


afraid we are routed in that Quarter: my Brother: 


come home. 


Mid. Your Brother come home; then III go tr: 
vel. | Going, 
Y. . Hold, hold, Madam, we are all ſecure; w: 
have provided for his Reception; your Nephew S3. 


zleman has ſtopt up all Paſſages to the Eſtate. 

Mid. Ay, Subtleman is a pretty thriving ingen- 
ous Boy. Little do you think who is the Fathero 
him. I' tell you; Mr. Moabite the rich Few in Lon 


bard-ſireet. 

Y. V/. Aſoabite the Few! 

Mid. You ſhall hear, my Lord — One Er? 
ing, as I was very grave in my own Houſe, rex 
the Weekly Preparation : Ay, it was t 


Weekly Preparation, 1 .v remember particululy we. 
—— What hears me I but pat, pat, pat, very (0! 
ly at the Door. Come in, cries I, and pꝛreſen'! 
enters Mr. Moabite, tolow'd by a ſnug Chair, ! 
VWindovrs clote drawn, and in it was a fine young \! 
gin juſt upon the po nr of being deliver d——— 
Were all in a great hur'y-burly tor a while to vel- 
but our Production was a fine Boy—— [ had it 
Guincas tor m Y trouble, the Lady vras wrap? up de 
wart, T..cd in her Clair, and 1c-convey's to che p. 


I'!ll go down, and give Orders for his Adj. 
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the came from. Who ſhe was, or what ſhe was, I 
cou'd never learn, tho' my Maid faid that the Chair 
went thro' the Park —— but the Child was left 
with me The Father wou'd have madea Few 
on't preſently, but I ſwore, if he committed ſuch a 
Barbarity on the Infant, that I would diſcover all. ——— 
So I had him brought up a good Chriſtian, and bound 
Prentice to an Attorney. 
Y. W. Very well. 
Mid. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fellow 


London that knows as little of their true Father 
ind Mother as he does: J have had ſeveral ſuch Jobbs 
„nin my time; there was one Scotch Nobleman 


that brought me four in halt a year. 

Y. 1. Four! and how were they all provided for? 

Mid. Very handſomely indeed; they were two Sons 
and two Daughters, the eldeſt Son rides in the firſt 
Troop of Guards, and the other is a very pretty Fellow, 
and his Father's Valet de Chambre. 

V. I And what is become of the Daughters, 
pray ? 
| Aid, Why, one of em is Mantcau-waker, and 
ger tie voungelt has got into the F ay-Houſe—— xy, ay, 
my Lord, let Subtleman one, Ut warrant hell manage 
Ln oer Brother. Adimylite, here's iomebody coming, I 
oud not be ſeen. 

V. . Tis my Brother, and he“ meer you upon 
the Stairs! adio, get into this Cloſet til he be gone. 

Shuts her ito tie Clojer. 


Enter E. Won dbe ah Subtleman. 

Brother! deareſt Brother, welcome ! 
Runs and emoraces him. 
t 1.1 cant diſlerable, Sir, eite I wou'd return your 

l. e Embrace. 

1.17, Falſe Embrace ! til ſuſpicious of me! 1 
0.99100 that five years 45incy mignt have coo''d thei 
any Heats of our childiſ Days; that I am over- 
at your Return, len this teſtity, this Moment: 
G 2 I 
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1 reſign all Right and Title to your Honour, and (ily 
vou, Lord. 

E. H. I want not your Permiſſion to enjoy m- 
Right; here I am Lord and Maſter without your Re 
ſignation; and the firſt uſe I make of my Authorit 
is, to diſcard that rude, bull-fac'd Fellow at th 
Door. Where is my Steward? ¶ Enter Clearaccoun:, 
Mr. Clearaccount, let that pamper'd Sentinel beloy 
this Minute be diſcharg'd. Brother, I wonder you 
cou'd feed ſuch a ſwarm of lazy, idle Drones abor: 
you, and leave the poor induſtrious Bees, that fel 
you from their Hives, to ſtarve for want. — Stewart 
look to't ; if I have not Diſcharges for every Farthino 
of my Father's Debts upon my Toylet to-morrow 
Morning, you ſhall follow the Tipſtatt, I can allure 
you. 

Y. V. Hold, hold, my Lord, you uſurp too larg 
a Power, methinks, o'er my Family. 

E. H. Your Family! 

Y. H. Yes, my Family; you have no Title v 
Lord it here. Mr. Clearaccount, you know voulW... 
Maſter. 

E. H. How! a Combination againſt me !—-—--þro 
ther, take heed how you deal with one that, cauriou 
of your Falſhood, comes prepar'd to meet your Ariz 
and can retort your Cunning to your Intamy: You 
black, unnatural Deſigns againſt my Lite, bete 
1 went abroad, my Charity can pardon; but my ll | 
dence mult remember to guard me from vour Mai | 
tor the future. 1 

Y. I. Our Father's weak and fond Surmiſe! wii | 
he upon his Death-bed own'd; and to recompenic 5 x 
tor tliat injurious, unnatural Suipicion, ke lett me 59 
Heir ro his Eſtate Now, my Lord, my House- 
Ser vants are Hat VOUr Service. : 

E. W. Villainy beyond Example! have I not Lett 
from my Father, of ſcarce aFortnight's Date, w 
he repeats hs Fears for my Return, left i: Now 25 
ex poſe me to your Hatred ? "01 
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So. Well, well, theſe are no Proots, no Proofs, my 
Lord; they won't paſs in Court againſt poſitive Evi- 
| dence: Here is your Father's Will, ſignatum & ſigil- 
latum, beſides his laſt Words to confirm it, to which 
$1 can take my poſitive Oath in any Court of Weſt- 
minſter. 

E. IV. What are you, Sir? 

dub. Of Clifford's Inn, my Lord, I belong to the 
LV. 

E. V. Thou art the Worm and Maggot of the Law, 
bred in the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now are 
nouriſh'd on the ſame Corruption that produc'd thee. 
The Engliſh Law, as planted firſt, was like 
the Engliſh Oak, ſhooting its ſpreading Arms around, 
10 ſhelter all that dwelt beneath its Shade: but 
% whole Swarms of Caterpillars, like you, hang in 
ſuch Cluſters upon every Branch, that the once eln iv- 
nz Tree now ſheds infectious Vermin on our Hcads. 

V. IV. My Lord, I have ſome Company above; it 
rour Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we ſhall 
be proud of the Honour! if not, I ſhall attend you ar 
any Court of Judicature, whenever you p:caſe to fum- 


& 


Brother, you ſay you have a Will. 
dub. Here it is. [Shewing & Parchment. 
E. 117. Let me ſee it. 
u. There's no Precedent for that, my Lord. 
F. V. Upon my Honour, I'll reſtore it. 
u  Y. %. Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't. | 
— [Takes it from Sub. and puts it in his Pocket. 
= E. V. This Over-caution, Brother, is ſuſpicious. 
V. V. Seven thouſand Pound a Year is worth look- 
ng atter. 
b. / Therefore you can't take it i!] that I am a lit- 
* inquiſitive about it. Have you Witneſſes to 
'ove my Father's dying Words? 

G 3 1. 


Bro mon me. (Going. 
ui E. VV. Hold, Sir, - Perhaps my Father's dying 
ADE Weakneſs was impos'd on, and he has left him Heir; 
„ if ſo, his Will ſhall freely be obey d. [Aſide. 
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V. H. A Couple in the Houſe. 

E. V. Who are they? 

Sub. Witneſſes, my Lord! "Tis unwarranta- 
ble to enquire into the Merits of the Cauſe out o. 
Court; my Client ſhall anſwer no more Que- 
i::0ns. 

E. WW. Perhaps, Sir, upon a ſatisfactory Account ot 
his Title, I intend to leave your Client to th quiet 
Enjoyment of his Right, withour troubling any Cour: 
with the Butinels; I therefore defire to know wha 
ind of Perſons are theſe Witneſſes. 

46. Oho, he's a coming about. [ Aſide.] I told 
vour Lozdſliip already, that I am one, another is in 
mne Houle, one of my Lord's Footmen. 

E. V. Where is this Footman? 

V. IW. Forth coming. V 

F.. V. Produce him. 

sub. That I ſhall preſently. The Day's our Wb: 
oven, Sir; {To V. V.] but you ſhall engage firſt to ask N 


— — — — 


im no crois Queſtions. Exit Sub 
E. V. I am not skilld in ſuch: But, pray Brother, W 
did my Father quite forget me? left me nothing! ch 
Y. V. Truly, my Lord, nothing: — He ſpoke but 
little, left no Legacies. 2 


E. H. *Tis ſtrange; he was extremely juſt, and loyd 
me 100 ;——but perhaps 
[Enter Subtleman with Teague. 

Sub. My Lord, here's another Evidence. 

E. W. Teague! 

Y. V. My Brother's Servant! | 

[They all four ſtare upon one another. 
$46. His Servant! 

Tea. Maiſhter! ſee here Maiſhter, I did get all iſ 
{Chinks Money] for being an Evidenſh, dear Joy; 1 
be me ſhoule, I will give the half of ir to you, ! 
you will give me your Permiſſion to make ſwear & 
gainſt you. | 

E. V. My Wonder is divided between the Villan) 
of the Fact, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery * 


| Teague! my very Servant ! ſure I dream. 
| Tea. 
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Tea. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Caſh; I'm ſure 
the Croon Piecetſh are awake, for I have been taaking 
with dem diſh halt hour. 
. I. Ignorant, unlucky Man, thou hait ruin'd me; 
yhy had not I a tight of him before? 
Sub. J thought the Fellow had been too Ignorant to 
be a Knave. 
Tea. ze me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy. 


I can be 
- WW 2 Knave as well as you, fen I tink it conveniency. 

E. H. Now Brother! Speechleſs! Your Oracle too 
filenc'd ! Is all your boaſted Fortune ſunk to the guilty 
Bluſhing for a Crime? Bur I ſcorn to inſult. Let 
Diſappointment be your Puniſhment : But for your 
Lawyer there, Teague, lay hold of him. 

Sub. Let none dare to attach me without a legal 
Varrant. 

Tea. Attach ! no, dear Joy, I cannot attach you 
but I can catch you by the Troat, after the Faſhion of 
Ireland. [Takes Subtleman 6y the Throat. 

Sub. An Aſſault ! an Aſſault! 

Tea. No, no, 'tiſh noting but choaking, noting but 

choaking. 
ut E. V. Hold him faſt, Teague Now, Sir, [To 
v. V] becauſe I was your Brother, you wou'd have 
v'd berrayd me; and becauſe I am your Brother, I for- 
pive it ;—difpoſe yourſelf as you think fit. Pit 


bo take it, and pay me by your Abſence. 

V. V. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence: Had my 
Deligus ſucceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you the 
Veight of a Wafer, and therefore will accept none. 
As for that Lawyer, he deſerves to be Pillory'd, 
ot for his Cunning in deceiving you, but for his Ig- 
orance in betraying me. The Villain has detrau- 
ed me of Seven thouſand Pounds a Year. Fare- 
el, [ Gotng. 


G 4 | Enter 


der Mr. Clearaccount to give you a thouſand Pounds. 
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Enter Midnight out of the Cloſer, runs to Young Woud be, 
and kneels. 


Mid. My Lord, my dear Lord Wou'dbe, I beg yo, 
ten thoutand Pardons. 

V. V. What Offence haſt thou done to me? 

Mid. An Offence the moſt injurious - — I har: 
hitherto conceal'd a Secret in my Breaſt, to the Offence 
of Juſtice, and the defrauding your Lordſhip of your 
true Right and Title. You, Benjamin Nau dbe, with 
the crooked Back, are the eldeſt born, and true Heir to 
the Eſtate and Dignity. 

Om. How ! 

Tea. Arah, how ? 

Mid. None, my Lord, can tell better than I, who 
brought you both into the World My deceas' 
Lord, upon the ſight of your Deformity, engag'd me, 
by a conſiderable Reward, to ſay you were the lat 
born, that the beautiful Twin, likely to be the greater 
Ornament to the Family, might ſucceed him in hi; 
Honour.— This Secret my Conſcience has long 
ſtruggled with. Upon the News that you were 
lett Heir to the Eſtate, I thought Juſtice was ſatistyd, 
and I was reſoly'd to keep it a Secret ſtill ; but d. 
ſtrange Chance, over-hearing what paſs d juſt now, 
my poor Conſcience was Ttack'd, and I was for cd to 
declare the Truth. 

Y. WW. By all my former Hopes I cou'd have ſwon 
it: I found the Spirit of Elderſhip in my Blood; my 
Pulſes beat, and ſwell'd for Seniority.— Mr. Herm 
WH ou'dbe, I'm your moſt humble Servant. 

Fopfiſi 

E. H. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name; 
of which I am prouder than of all Titles that Ho 
nour gives, or Flattery beſtows. But thou, van 
Bubble, puft up with the empty Breath of that more 
empty Woman; to let thee ſee how I deſpiſe th 
Pride, I'll call thee Lord, dreſs thee up in Title: we 
a King at Arms; you thall be blazon'd round, 4 
any Church in Holland; thy Pageantry ſha! excet- 


te 
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the Lord-Mayor's ; and yet this Hermes, plain Hermes, 


ſhall deſpiſe rhee. 

Sub. Well, well, this is nothing to the purpoſe. —— 
Miſtreſs, will you make an Affidavit of what you have 
ſaid, before a Maſter in Chancery ? 

Mid. That I can, tho' I were to die the next minute 
after it. 

Tea. Den, dear Joy, you wou'd be dam the nex mi- 


nute after dat. 


E. V. All this is trifling: I muſt purge my Houſe 
of this Neſt of Villainy at once. Here, Teague, 
[Whiſpers Teague] go, make haſte. 

Tea. Dat I can. [As he runs out, T. W. ſtops him. 

Y. V. Where are you going, Sir? 

Tea. Only for a Pot of Ale, dear Joy, for you and 
my Maiſhter, to drink Friends. 

Y. W. You lye, Sirrah. [Puſhes him back. 

Tea. Fet, I do fo. 

E. H. What, Violence to my Servant! Nay, then III 
force him a Paſlage. 

Sub. An Aſſault, an Aſſault upon the Body of a Peer 


Within there | 


Enter three or four Conſtables, one of em with a Black 
Patch on his Eye. T hey diſarm Elder Wou'dbe, and 
ſecure Teague. 


E. H. This Plot was laid for my Reception. Unhand 


me. Conſtable. | 


Y. W. Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, the Man is mad ; 
he's poſſeſsd with an odd Frenzy, that he's my Bro- 
ther, and my elder too: So, becauſe I wou'd not very 
wilingly reign my Houſe and Eſtate, he attempted to 
murder me. 

$15, Gentlemen, take care of that Fellow : He made 
an Ailault upon my Body, vi & armis. 

Tea. Arah, fat is dat wy at armiſh ? 

S. No matter, Sirrah ; I ſhall have you hrne'd. 

* Hang'd! dat is noting, dear Joy; We are 
us d to't. 

E , Unhand me, Villains. or by al 

G 5 Tea. 
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Tea. Have a caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear ; we 
ſhall be had in the Croon-Offiſh : You know dere ii; 
Sharpers about us. [Looking about on them that hold hin, 

V. H. Mr. Conſtable, you know your Directions; 
away with em. 

E. H. Hold 

Conſt. No, no, force him away. 

They all hurry him off, manent T. W. and Midnight, 

Y. V. Now, my dear Propheteſs, my Sibyl ; by al 
my dear Defires and Ambitions, I do believe you hare 
ſpoken the truth. I am the Elder. 

Mid. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is true — 
I wou'd not wrong my Conſcience neither: For, faith 
and troth, as I am an honeſt Woman, you were born 
above three quarters of an hour after him; — but! 
don't much care if I do ſwear that you are the eldelt 
What a Bleſling it was that I was in the Co- 
ſet at that pinch ! Had I not come out that moment, 

ou wou'd have ſneakt off; your Brother had been in 
Poſſeſſion, and then we had loſt all; but now you arc 
eſtabliſh'd : Poſſeſſion gets you Money, that gets you 
Law, and Law you know Down on your Knee; 
Sirrah, and ask me Bleſling, 

V. V. No, my dear Mother, I'll give thee a Bleſſing, 
a Rent-charge of Five hundred Pound a Year, upon 
What part of the Eſtate you will, during your Life. 
Mid. Thank you, my Lord: That five Hundred: 
Year will afford me a leiſurely Lite, and a hand- 


25 


ſome Retirement in the Countrey, where I mean 0 th 
repent me of my Sins, and die a good Chriſtian : For 
Heaven knows, I am old, and ought to bethink me 0! 

another Life.— Have you none of the Cordu i /* 

jeft that we had in the Morning? ah 

Y. H. Yes, yes, we'll go to the Fountain-head. A 

Exe. e 

d 

be 

Nou 
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SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Teague. 


Tea. Deel tauke me but diſh iſh a moſt ſhweet Buſi- 
neſs indeed ; Maiſhters play the Fool, and Shervants 
muſt ſhuffer for it. I am Priſhouer in the Conſtables 
Houſe, be me Shoule, and ſhent abrode to fetch ſome 
Bail for my Maiſhter ; but foo ſhall bail poor Teague 
agra ? 


Enter Conſtance. 
Oh, dere iſh my Maiſhter's old Love. Indeed, I fear 


| diſh Biſhneſs wil! ſpoil his Fortune 


Con. Who's here? Teague ? He turns from he: 
Tea. Deel tauke her, I did tought the cou'd not 


| know me agen now I am a Prifioner. [Con?ance goes 


alout to look him in the Face. He turns from Ver. 
D.\h iſh not ſhivil, be me Shoule, to know A Shentlc- 
man fither he will or no. 

Con. Why this, Trague ? What's the matter? Are you 
aſl:m'd of me, or yourſelf, Teague ? 

Tea. Of bote, be me Shoule. 

Con. How does your Maſter, S:r ? 

Tea. Very well, dear Joy, and in Prithon. 

Con. In Priſon! how ! Where? 

Tea. Why, in the little Ba/"til? vonder, at the end of 
the Strecr. 

Con, Shew me the way immediately. 

Tea. Fet, I can ſhew you the Hooſe yonder : Shec 
yonder ; be me Shoule I ſhec his Faace yonder peeping 
troo the Iron Glaſs Window. 

Con. Tl fee him, tho' a Dungeon were his Confine- 
ment. Haus out. 
Tea. Ah auld kindneſh, be me ſhoue, car nor 
de torgotten. Now, it my Maiſhter had bur Grath e— 
10ugh to get her wit Child, her Word wou'd go for 
wo; and ſhe weu'd bail him and I bote. [ Exis, 


SCENE. 


— — — 
. — 


70 The Twin- Rivals. 


SCENE, A Room miſerably furniſhed, E. W. ſitting 
and writing. 


E. W. The Tow'r confines the Great, 
The Spunging-Houſe the Poor ; 

Thus there are Degrees of State 
That ev'n the Wretched muſt endure. 


Virgil, tho' cheriſhed in Courts, | 
Relates but a ſplenetick Tale, 
Cervantes Revels and Sports. 
Altho' he writ in a Fail. 


Then hang Reflexions, [ Starts up.] Il go write: 
Comedy. Ho, within there: Tell the Lieutenant of 
the Tower that I would ſpeak with him. 


Enter Conſtable. T 


Conſt. Ay, ay, the Man is mad: Lieutenant oth' 
Tower! Ha, ha, ha; wou'd you cou'd make your WD: 
Words good, Maſter. 

E. V. Why, am not I a Priſoner here? I know it {Wm 
by the ſtately Apartments. What is that, pray, that 
hangs ſtreaming down upon the Wall yonder ? Ma 

Conſt. Yonder! tis Cobweb, Sir. 

E. V. Tis falſe, Sir: 'tis as fine Tapeſtry as any in 
Europe. 

Conſt, The Devil it is! =y 

E. V. Then your Damask Bed, here; the Flowers pa 
are ſo bold, I took em for Embroidery ; and then the MW 7 
Hcad-work, Point de Venice, I proteſt ! 7 

Conſt. As good Kidderminſter as any in England, | ner 
muſt confeſs; and tho' the Sheets be a little ſoil'd, yet 
I can aſſure you, Sir, that many an honeſt Gentleman 
has lain in them. 

E. W. Pray, Sir, what did thoſe two Indian Piece: 
coſt, that are fix d up in the Corner of the Room? 

Conſt. Indian Pieces! What the Devil, Sir, they wc 
my old jack-Boots, my Militia Boots. 1 
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E. V. I took em for two China Jars, _—_ m 
Word : But hark'e, Friend, art thou content that thets 


| things ſhou'd be as they are? 
{ Conſt. Content! ay, Sir. 


E. W. Why then ſhould I complain ? 
One calls within. 


Mithin.] Mr. Conſtable, here's a Woman will force 
her way upon us : We can't ſtop her. 

Conſt. Knock her down then, knock her down ; 
et no Woman come up, the Man's mad enough al- 


ready. 


Enter Conſtance ? 


Con. Who dares oppoſe me ? 
[Throws him a handful of Money. 

Conſt, Not I truly, Madam. 
| [Gathers up the Money. 

E. H. My Conſtance ! my Guardian-Angel here! 
Then nought can hurt me. 

Conſt. Hark'e, Sir, you may ſuppoſe the Bed to be a 
Damask Bed for halt an hour, it you pleaſe. — 

Con. No, no, Sir, your Priſoner muſt along with 
me. 


Conſt. Ay ! faith, the Woman's madder than the 
Man. 


Enter Trueman and Teague. 


E. V. Ha ! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that 
many a Prince has not ſo many true Friends in his 
Palace, as I have here in Priſon ;—two ſuch 

Tea. Tree, be me Shoule. 

True. My Lord, juſt as I heard of your Confine- 
ment, I was going to make myſelf a Priſoner. Be- 
* the Fetters ; I had juſt bought the Wedding- 
King. 

Con. I hope they are golden Fetters, Captain ? 

True. They weigh Four thouſand Pound, Madam, 
des the Purſe, which is worth a Million. My 


Lord, this very Evening was I to be marry'd ; boy 
the 


\ 
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the News of your Misfortune has ſtopt me: I wou' 
not gather Roſes in a wet Hour. 

E. V. Come, the Weather ſhall be clear; the 
Thoughts of your good Fortune will make me ex{;, 
more than my own can do, if purchaſed by your Di 
appointment, 

True. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the 
Bed of Pleaſure whilſt you lie in a Hovel! Here, 
where is this Conſtable ? How dare you do this, inſo- 
lent Raſcal ? 

Conſt. Inſolent Raſcal! do you know who you ſpeak 
to, Sir ? 

True. Yes, Sirrah, don't I call you by your pro- 
per Name? How dare you conline a Peer of the 
Realm ? 

Conſt. Peer of the Realm! you may give good Words 
tho, I hope. 

E. W. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he did 
but his Duty; I ſuppoſe he had twenty Guineas for hi; 
Pains. 

Conſt. No, I had but ten. 

E. VH. Harke, Traeman. this Fellow muſt be ſooth's, 
he'll be of uſe to us; I muſt employ you too in this 
Affair with my Brother. 

True. Say no more, my Lord, I'll cut his Throat, tis 
bur flying the Kingdom. 

E. V. No, no, 'twill be more Revenge to work 
him at his on Weapons. Cou'd I but force him out 
of his Garriſon, hat I might ger into Poſlcilion, his 
Claim wou'd vaniit immediately — Docs my Bio- 
ther know you? 

True. Very little, f at all. 

E. W. Harke. [WWhiſpers. 

Tyue. I: ſhall = done; Look'e, Conitable, 
you're diawn mea wrong Cane, and it may prove 
your Deſtruction 1 you don't change Sides immediate- 

— Aettre no Favour, but the uie of your 


Coat, Wig, and Staſt, for ha.f an Hour. 
Conſi. Why truly, Sir, I underttand now, by this 
Gentle woman, that I know to be our * 
[ 
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that he is a Lord, and I heartily beg his Worſhip's par- 
don, and if I can do your Honour any Service, your 
Grace may command me. 

E. H. Il reward you, but you muſt have the black 
Patch for the Eye too. 

Tea. I can give your Lordſhip wan ; here fet, 'tis 
a Plaiſhter for a ſhore Finger, and I have worn it but 
twice. 

Con. But pray, Captain, what was your Quar- 
rel at Aurelia to day? 

True. With your Permiſſion, Madam, we'll mind my 
Lord's Bulineſs at preſent; when that's done, we'll 
mind the Lady's ———— My Lord, I ſhall make an ex- 
cellent Conſtable ; I never had the Honour of a civil 
Employment before : We'll equip ourſelves in another 
Place. Here, you Prince of Darkneſs, have you ne'er a 
better Room in your Houſe, theſe Iron-Grates frighten 
the Lady. | 

Conſt, I have a handſome, neat Parlour belew, 
Sir. 

True. Come along then, you muſt conduct us. 
We don't intend to be out of your fight, that you 
mayn't be out of ours. [Al de.] Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment. 


Enter Aurelia in 4 Paſſion, Richmore following. 


Aur. Follow me not; Age and Deformity, 
with Quiet, were preferable to this vexatious Per ſecu- 
tion; for Heav'n's ſake, Mr. Richmore, what have I 
ever ſhewn to vindicate this Preſumption of yours ? 

Rich. You ſhew it now, Madam; your Face, your 


Wit, your age, are all Temptations ro undergo even 


the Rigour of your Diſdain, for the bewitching Plea- 


lure of your Company. 

Aur. Then be aſſur' d, Sir, you ſhall reap no other 
benefit by my Company; and if you think it a Pleaſure 
to be conſtantly ſlighted, ridicul'd, and affronted, you | 
ſhall have Admittance to ſuch Entertainment whenever 
vou will. 


Rich. 
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Rich. I take you at your Word, Madam; I an 
arm'd with Submiſſion againſt all the Attacks of your 
Severity, and your Ladyſhip fhall find, that my Re. 
— "ig can bear much longer than your Rigour can 
inflict. 

Aur. That is, in plain Terms, your Sufficiency wi. 
preſume much longer than my Honour can refiſt—— 
Sir, you might have ſpar'd the unmannerly Declaration 
to my Face, having already taken care to let me know 
your Opinion of my Virtue, by your impudent Settle- 
ment, propos d by Mrs, Midnight. 

Rich. By thoſe fair Eyes, I'll double the Propoſa; 
this ſoft, this white, this powerful Hand [Takes he 
Hand] ſhall write irs own Conditions. 

Aur. Then it ſhall write this—— [Strikes him.] and 
if you like the Terms, you ſhall have more another 
time. Exit 

Rich. Death and Madneſs ! a Blow Twenty 
thouſand Pound Sterling for one Night's Revenge up- 
on her dear, proud, diidaintul Perſon ! Am I rich 
as many a Sovereign Prince, wallow in Wealth, ye: 
can't command my Pleaſure ? Woman! 1. 
there be Power in Gold, I yet ſhall triumph o'er thy 
Pride. 


Enter Midnight. 


Mid. O' my troth, and fo you ſhall, it I can help tt. 

Rich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money. 
Gold, Silver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too; all ſta 
be yours, make me but happy in this preſumptuous 
Beauty, I'll make thee rich as Avarice can crave; “ 
not, III murder thee and myſelt too. 

Aid. Your Bounty is too large, too large indecs, 
Sir. 

Rich. Too large ! no, tis Beggary without her 
Lordſhips, Mannors, Acres, Rents, Tithes and Trees, 
all, all ſhall fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. | 

Mid. Say no more, this Night I: put you in 
Way. 


Rich 
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Rich. This Night ? 

Mid. The Lady's Aunt is very near her Time——— 
ſhe goes abroad this Evening a viſiting ; in the mean 
time I'll ſend to your Miſtreſs, that her Aunt is fallen 
in Labour at my Houſe : She comes in a hurry, and 


Rich. Shall I be there to meet her ? 

Mid. Perhaps. 

Rich. In a private Room? 

Aid. Mum. 

Kich. No Creature to diſturb us? 

Mid. Mum, I fay, but you muſt give me your Word 
not to raviſh her; nay, I can tell you, ſhe won't be 
raviſh'd. 

Rich. Raviſh! Let me ſee, I'm worth five thouſand 
Pound a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my Pocket, 
ind may not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth fitteen 


hundred Pound? I'll do't. 


ler Beauty ſets my Heart on fire, beſide 

Th' injurious Blow has ſet on fire my Pride; 

The bare Fruition were not worth my Pain, 

The Joy will be to humble her Diſdain; 

Beyond Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt 

In Triumph, when the Extaſy is paſt. ¶ Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth A CT. 
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LOL OL OT LOLOTO LOL TOTO oF obo OFT Fotos 
KY; 
SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


Young Wou'dbe ſolus. 


Y. M. Ole me that proud Stoick that can bear Suc- 

ceſs and Champain; Philoſophy can ſupport 
us in hard Fortune, but who can have Paticnce in 
Proſperity ? The Learned may talk what they wil 
of human Bodies, but I am ſure there is not one 
Atom in mine, but what is truly Epicurean. My Bro- 
ther is ſecur'd, I guarded with my Friends, my lewd 
ng honeſt Midnight Friends Holla, who Waits 
there ? | 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. My Lord ! 

V. V. A freſh Battalion of Bottles to re-inforce the 
Ciſtern. Are the Ladies come? 

Ser. Half an Hour ago, my Lord : They're below 
in the Bathing Chamber, : 

V. V. Where did you light on em? 

Ser One in the Paſſage at the old Play-houſe, my 
Lord I found another very melancholy paring 
her Nails by Reſa mond's Pond, — and a Couple I got 
at the Chequer Alchouſe in Holbourn ; the two laſt came 
to Town yeiterday in a Weſt Country Waggon. 

Y. V. Very well, order Baconface to haſten Supper 
and d'ye hear? Bid the Swiſs admit no Strange! 
without acquainting me [Exit Servant.) Now 
Fortune I defy thee, this Night's my own at leaſt. 

[ Re-enter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 
black Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſhip 
in all haſte. | 3 
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+ Y.W. Ha! the Conſtable! Shou'd Fortune jilt me 
now ?— -bid him come up, I tear ſome curled 
Chance to thwart me. 


Enter Trueman in the Conſtable's Clothes. 


True. Ah! My Lord, here is fad News your 
Brother is | 

v. V, Got away, made his Eſcape, I warrant you. 
True. Worſe, worſe, my Lord. | 
Y. V. Worſe, worſe! What can be worſe? | 
True. I dare not ſpeak it. 

Y. V. Death and Hell, Fellow don't diſtract me. 

True. He's dead. 


Y. H. Dead! 
. True. Poſitively. 
: V. M,. Coup de Grace, Ciel Gramercy. 
| True. Villain, I underſtand you. [Aſide. 


Y. V. But how, how, Mr. Conſtable? Speak it aloud, 
kill me with the Relation. | 
True. I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was 

very melancholy upon his Confinement, and ſo he de- 

lir'd me to ſend for a Gentlewoman that lives hard by 

» | hore, may-hap your Worſhip may know her. | 

V. V. At the gilt Balcony in the Square? 

True. The very ſame, a ſmart Woman truly I 
went for her my ſelf, but ſhe was otherways engag'd ; 
not ſhe truly, ſhe wou'd not come Wou'd you | 

belive it, my Lord, at the hearing of this, the poor Man 1 

3 = like to drop down dead. 

N V. . Then he was but likely to drop dead? 

e True. Wou'd it were no more. Then I leit him, and 

coming about two Hours after, I found him hang'd in 

his Sword-Belt. 


r V. H. Hang'd! 
of True. Dangling. | 

Y. I. Le Coup declat ! Done like the nobleſt Roman [ 
+, of em all; bur are you ſure he's paſt ail Recovery? Did 0 


je boa fend for no Surgeon to bleed him? 


Tue. No, my Lord, I forgot that but I'll fend 
immediately. 


V. . . 


78 The Twin- Rivals. 


V. WW, No, no, Mr. Conſtable, 'tis too late row 


_ late and the Lady wou'd not come, you 
ay ? 

True. Not a ſtep wou'd ſhe ſtir. 

V. H. Inhumane! barbarous dear, de.icio!; 


Woman, thou now art mine 
Mr. Conſtable, I muſt ſee it. 

True. By all means, my Lord, it lies in my Parlour, 
there's a power of Company come in, and among 
the reſt one, one, one Trueman, I think they call him, 
a deviiiſh hot Fellow, he had like to have pull'd th: 
Houſe down about our Ears, and ſwearw————] 
told him he ſhould pay for {wearing ——he gave me 
a ſlap in the Face, ſaid he was in the Army, and had i 
Commillion for't. 

Y. V. Capt Trueman ? A bluſtering kind of Rake- 
helly Officer. | 

True. Ay, my Lord, one of thoſe Scoundrels that we 
pay Wages to tor being knock d o'th' head for us. | 

Y. V. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only Brain: 
to be knock d out. 

True. Son of a Whore. [A de.] He's a plaguy im- 
pudent Fellow, my Lord; he iwore that you were dhe 
greateſt Villain upon the Earth. 

Y. V. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my Face, 
Mr. Conſtable. 

True No, no, hang him, he faid it behind your Back 
to be fure———and he {wore moreover. Have 2 
care, my Lord. he {wore that he wou'd cut you! 
Throat whenever he mer you. 

V. V. Will you iwear that vou heard him ſay fo? 

True. Heard him! Ay, as painly as you hear me: 
He ipoke the very Words that I ipeak to your Lord: 
tp. 

U. IF. Well, well, Ill manage him But now | 
think on'r, I won't go to ſce the Body; it will but en. 
creaſe my Grief. ———— Nr. Conſtable, do you ſſend 


Where is the Boo, 


tor the Coroner: They muſt find him Now Comps! 


He was mad before, you know. Here tome- 
thing for your Trouble. "Gives 1 
rute. 


— 
ay 


, 
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True. Thank your Honour, — But pray, my Lord, 
have a Care of that Trueman; he {wears that he'll cut 


- your Throat, and he will do't, my Lord, he will do't. 


V. WW. Never fear, never fear. 

True. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will certainly 
do'r. Pray have a Care. [ Exit. 

Y. W. Well, well, {o, the Devil's in't if I 
bent the eldeſt now. What a Pack of civil Relations 
have I had here? My Father takes a Fit of the Apoplexy, 
makes a Face and goes off one way; my Brother takes 
i Fir of the Spleen, makes a Face and goes off Yother 


Way. — Well, I muſt own he has found the 


way to mollify me, and I do love him now with all 
my Heart; fince he was ſo very civil to juſtle into 
the World before me, Ithink he did very civilly to 
juſtie out of it before me—————But now my Joys! 
Without there hollo——take off the Inquiſition 
of the Gate; the Heir may now enter unſuſpected. 


The Wolf is dead, the Shepherds may go play: 
Eaſe follows Care; fo rowls the World away. 


Tis a Queſtion whether Adverſity or Proſperity makes 
the moſt Poets. 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, a Footman brought this Letter, and 
waits tor an Anſwer. | 
V. VH. Nothing from the E!y/an Fields, I hope. [O- 
pening the Letter.| What do l ſee, CONSTANCE? 
Spells and Magick in every Letter ot the Name 
Now for the ſweet Contents. 


Lord, I'm pleas'd to hear of your happy Change 
of Fortune, and [hall be glad to fee your Lord vip 
"ls ents; to wi hon oy. 


CONSTANCE. 


New the Devil's in this Mid:i7ht; ſhe tod me this 


*1:ernoo0n that the Wird was chopping about; th 
as 
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has it got into the warm Corner already? Here, . 
Coach and ſix to the Door: I'll viſit my Sultana 1; 
State. As for the Seraglio below Stairs, you, mi 
Baſha ws, may poſſeſs em. [ Exit 


SCENE, The Street. Teague with a Lanthm: 
Trueman in the Conſtable's Habit following. 


True. Bloc khead, thou haſt led us out of the was 
we have certainly paſt the Conſtable's Houſe. | 

Tea. Be me Shoule, dear Joy, I am never out of 
ways; for poor Teague has been a Vanderer ever {inc: 
he was borned. | 

True. Hold up the Lanthorn: What Sign is tha? 
The St. Alban's Tavern! Why, you blundering Foo, 
you have led me directly to St. Fames's Square, whe: 
you ſhiou'd have gone towards Soho. [ Shrieking within. 
Hark! What Noiſe is that over the way? a Woman: | 
Cry! | 

Tea. Fet is it ſhome Daumſel in Diſtreſs I belierz, 


that has no mind to bereliev'd. 
True. I'll uſe the Privilege of my Office to know 
whatthe Matter is. ' 


Tea. Hold, hold, Maiſhter Captain, be me tet, di. 
11h nor the way home. 

Within.|———Help, Help, Murder! Help. I: 

Tea. Ha! Here muſt be Mitchiet-— Within there. 
open the Door in the King's Name, or II force it open 1 5 
Here, Teague, break down the Door. 

[ Teagire takes the Staff, thumps at the Deo 

Tea. Deel taake him, lhave knock ſo long al i 
able. Arah, Maiſtter, get a great long Ladder to ge.: 
in the Window of the tirſh: Room, and ſho open ti: 


1 


Deo, and ler in your felt. 


Helin] Hep, help, hup. : 
Irue. Knock harder, lac's raiſe the Mob. 
Tea. O Maiſhter, I have rink juſt now of a brut x. 


In. ention to make dem come out; and be St. Tan 
rick, dar very Buſtineis did maake my nown ſhe! 4 
my Fader 1un like the Devil out of my nown Hod 


1 
y CU 


3 


a-hre. 
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in my own Country: — ge me Shoule, ſet the Hooſe 


Enter the Mod. 


Aſob. What's the matter, Maſter Conſtable? 

True. Gentlemen, I command your Aſliſtance in the 
King's Name, to break into the Houſe : There is Mur- 
der cry'd within. 

Mob. Ay, ay, break open the Door. 

[ Midnight at the Balcony, 

Mid. What Noiſe is that below ? 

Tea. Arah, vat Nolte iſh dat above? 

Mid. Only a poor Gentlewoman in Labour ; 
twill be over preſently Here, Mr. Conſtable, there's 
ſomething for you to drink. 

[ Throws down a Purſe, Teague takes it up. 

Tea. Come, Maiſhter, we have no more to ſhay, be 
me Shoule, [Going.] Arah, if you vill play the Conſta- 
ble right now, fet you will come away. 

True. No, no; there muſt be Villainy by this Bribe: 


Who lives in this Houſe ? 


Mob. A Midwife, a Midwife; *tis none of our Buſi- 
neis: Let us be gone. 
Aurelia at the Window. 
Aur. Gentlemen, dear Gentlemen, help! a Rape, a 
Rape, Villainy. 
True. Ha! That Voice I know Give me the 
Staff; I'll make a Breach, I warrant you. 
[ Breaks open the Door, and all go in. 


SCENE changes to the Inſide of the Houſe. 


Re-enter Trueman and Mob. 
rue. Gentlemen, ſearch ali about the Houſe; let net 


2 Soul eſcape. 


| Eiter Aurelia running with her Hair about her Ears, 


and out of Breath. 


Aur. Near Mr. Conſtable, had vou 
var a Moment longer, I had been ruincd. 


ſtaid 


True. 


me. 
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True. Aurelia! Are you ſafe, Madam ? 

Aur, Yes, yes; I am tate I think———=bur wi; 
enough to do: He's a deviliſh ſtrong Fellow. 

True. Where is the Villain that attempred it? 

Aur. Pſhaw, never mind the Villain; —— ,,. 
out the Woman of the Houſe, the Devil, the Monſte 
that decoy'd me hither. 


Enter Teague, haling in Midnight by the Hair. 


Tea. Be me Shoule, I have taaken my Shaar of ti 
Plunder. Let me ſhee fat I have gotten, [Takes ver"; 
the Light.] Ububboo, a Witch, a Witch; the very {an 
Witch dat would ſwaar my Maiſhter was the younge! 

True. How! Midnight! This was the luckieſt Dil 
guiſe Come, my dear Proſerpine, I'll take care a 
vou. 

Mid. Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak to you. 

True. No, no; I'll talk with you before a Mag. 
ſtrate. A Cart, Bridewell, you underſtand m: 

Teague, let her be your Priſoner, I'll wait 6: 
this Lady. | 

Aur. Mr. Conſtable, III reward you. 

Ira. It 1th convenient noo by the Law of Arm 
that I ſearch my Priſhoner, for fear ſhe may bart 
ſome Pocket-Piſitois: Dere is a Joak for you. 

Searches her Tecs 

Mid. Ah! don't uſe an od Woman {fo lartarou.. 

Tea. Dear Joy, den ſy vere you aa old Woman? D 
is your Falt, not mine, Joy! Ubtoo, here 1fh notin 
but ſcribble icrabbie Papers, I tink. 

Pulls ont a handful of Letts: 

True. Let me fee em; they may be of UR—— 
"Locks over the Letters. For Mr. Nichmore - 4 
Does he traffick herea: outs? | 

Aur. That is the Villain chat would have abus“ 


— Ray Ry — — go , we 


e. Ha! Then he has abus'd you; Vuilain Per 


. 1 7 8 * y > ** . 8-5 - 14. 
— xs his Name Kicimore, Miitrets? a lult, 5 
10 ne Alen? 
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Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame: a luſty, ugly Fel- 
5 low. 
True, Let me ſe - ßhoſe Scrawl is this? [Opens 
the Letter.] Death and Contuſion to my ſight; Cle- 
o! WE My Bride! His Whore————]'vepalt a 
bprecipice unſeen, which to look back upon, ſhivers 
me with Terror ————— This Night, this very Mo- 
ment, had not my Fend been in Confinement, had 
no: I worn this Dreſs, had not Aurelia been in Dan- 
ger, had not Teague found this Letter, had the leaft 
nc Ci cumttancc been omitted, what a Monſter had 
I Leen! Miſtreſs, is this ame Richmore in the Houic 
ſi), think'e? | : 5 
Aur. Tis very probable he may. 
Trice, Veiy well. Teague, take theſe Ladies o- 
ver to the Tavern, and ſtay there till I come to you. 
—— Madam, [ To Aurelia] fear no Injury, ———jour 
A | Friends are near ou. 
© WW Air. What does he mean? 
Tea, Come, dear Joy, I vil give you a Potof Wine, 


ao 4 WO hes” 
vt 0f your own Briberies here. 
[ Hales out Midnight. Exit Aurelia and Mob. 
ms. Manet Trueman. 
have 


Euter Richmore. 


n Fh. Since my Money won't prevail on this croſs 
o, Tu try what my Authority can do 
D:: WF" b4t's the meaning of this Riot, Conſtable? I have 
on; Cora mittion of the Peace, and can command 

you. Co about your Buiinels, and leave your Priſoners 


„ih me. 

* Due. No, Sir; the Priſoners ſhall go about their 

_Ab nels, and Til be left with you————Look'e, Matter, 
e don't ule to make up theſe Matters before Com- 

ae So you and I mult be in private a little. You 


dir, that you are a Juſtice of Peace. | 

1... +». Yes, Sir; Ihave my Commiſſion in my Pocket. 
e. | believe it. — Now, Sir, one good Turn 
«rs another: And if you wil promiie to do me 
Sattels, Why, you ſhall have as good as you bring. 
A: vL. II. H Rich. 
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Rich. What is it? | 

True. You muſt know, Sir, there is a Neighbour; 
Daughter that I had a woundy Kindneſs for: She hi 
a very good repute all over the Pariſh, and might har 
marry'd very handſomely, that I muſt ſay; but | 
don't know how, we came together after a ver; 
kindly natural manner, and I ſwore, that I muſt fi 
I did (wear confoundedly, that I would marry her: 
But, I don't know how, I never car'd for marrying d 
her ſince. 

Rich. How ſo? 

True. Why, becauſe I did my Buſineſs without it: 
That was the beſt way, I thought The truth i; 
ſhe has ſome fooliſh Reaſons to ſay ſhe's with Chil, 
and threatens mainly to have me taken up with a War 
rant, and brought before a Juſtice of Peace. Now, 
Sir, I intend to come before you, and I hope your 
Worſhip will bring me off. 

Rich. Look'e, Sir, if the Woman prove with Child 
and you {wore to marry her, you muſt do't. 

True. Ay, Maſter; but I am for Liberty and Pro- 

I vote for Parliament-Men: I pay Taxes, an 
truly I don't think Matrimony conſiſtent with the L. 
berty of the Subject. ; 

Rich. But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice. 
oblige you. 

True. Why if it be the Law of the Land 
found a Letter here I think it is for your Wo 
ſhip. | 
Rich, Ay, Sir, how came you by it? 

True. By a very ſtrange Accident truly 

- the ſays here you ſwore to marry her. E 
— Now, Sir, I ſuppoſe that what is Law is 
Petty-Conſtable, may be Law for a Juſtice of Peace. 

Rich. This is the oddeſt Fellow N 

True. Here was the t'other Lady that cry d out 
l warrant now, if I were brought betore vo 
raviſhinga Woman the Gallows wou'd raviſh f 
for't. 

Rich. But I did not raviſh her. 


l 
Clei an 


7 
4's 
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True. That I'm glad to hear: I wanted to be ſure 
of that. [ A/rde. 

Rich. I don't like this Fellow. Come, Sir, give me 
my Letter, and go about your Buſineſs; I have no 
more to ſay to you. 

True. But I have ſomething to ſay to you. 

[Coming up to him. 
Rich, What! 


True. Dog. [Strikes him. 
Rich. Ha! ſtruck by a Peaſant! [Draws.] Slave, thy 
Death is certain. Runs at Trueman. 
True. O brave Don John, Rape and Murder in one 
Night! [Diſarms him. 


Rich. Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your Pri- 
ſoners, elſe will I proſecute thee to Beggary- Vl give 
ſome Petty- fogger a thouſand Pound to ſtarve thee and 
thy Family according to Law. 
E True, Ill lay you a thouſand Pound you won't. 

[ Diſcovering himſelf. 
Rich. Ghoſts and Apparitions ! Trueman! 


Pro | True. Words are needleſs to upbraid you; my v 
* Looks are ſufficient; and if you have the leaſt Senſe 
E * 


of Shame, this Sword wou'd be leſs painful in your 
kent, than my Appearance is in your Eye. 
em Rich. Truth, by Heavens. . 
| True. Think on the Contents of this [ ewing a Let- 
ter; think next on me; reflect upon your Villainy to 
Aurelia, then view thy ſelf. | 

Rich. Trueman, canſt thou forgive me? 

True. Forgive thee! { 4 long Pauſe.] Do one thing, 
and I will. 

Rich. Any thing: I beg thy Pardon. 

Irue. The Blow excuſes that. 

Rich, IL'il give thee half my Eſtate. 

Due. Mercenary. 

Rich I' make thee my ſole Heir. 

Due. J deſpiſe it. 
Rich. What ſhall I do? 
Ie, You ſhall marry Clel ia 
, How | that's tco hard. 
1 2 True 
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True. Too hard! why was it then impos d on me! 
If you marry her your ſelf, I ſhall believe you intend. 
ed me no Injury; fo your Behaviour will be juſtified 
my 1 appeas d, and the Lady's Honour re. 

air'd. 

Rich. Tis infamous. 

True. No, by Heavens, tis Juſtice, and what is jus 
is honourable: if Promiſes from Man to Man har: 
Force, why not from Man to Woman ? Their 
very Weakneſs is the Charter of their Power, an; 
they ſhou'd not be injur'd, becauſe they can't retun 
It. 

Rich. Return my Sword. | 

True. In my Hand tis the Sword of Juſtice, and! ©: 


ſhou'd not part with it. by 
Rich. Then ſheath it here, III die before I conſem it; 
{o baſcly. M 


True. Conſider, Sir, the Sword is worn for a diſlin. 
guiſhing Mark of Honour: Promiſe me one, ut anc 


receive t'other. pr 
Rich. Til promiſe nothing, till I have that in m ( 
zower. | © bur 
True. Take it. [Throws him his Sword Mu. 


Rich. 1 ſcorn to be compeli'd even to Juſtice; ani jou 
now that I may reſiſt, I yield Trueman, I hat ryo 


injur'd thee, and Clelia I have ſeverely wrong'd. Y 

True. Wrong'd indeed, Sir; and to aggrava: then 
the Crime, the fair Afflicted loves you. Mark d voie 
with what Confuſion ſhe receivd me? She wepr, tio a! 
in;ur'd Innocence wept, and with a ſtrange Reluctane Co 
gave conſent; her moving Softneſs pierc'd my Hear, fe | 
tho? I miſtook the Cauſe. er it 

Rich. Your youthful Virtue warms my Breaſt, arM"* |: 
mel's it into Tenderneſs. 4 

Tree. Indulge it, Sir; Juſtice is noble in any Forn Hot 
dhink of the Joys and Raprures will poſſeſs her, Where, 
N. finds you inttead of me: you, the dear Ditlemo.c Con 
the Man the loves, the Man ſhe gave for loſt, to fie in 


1X2 true, ietuind, and in her Arms. 
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Nich. No new Poſſeſſion can give equal Joy: 
It ſhall be done, the Prieſt that waits for you, ſhall tie 
the Knot this Moment; in the Morning I'll expect 
you'll give me Joy. [ Exir. 

True. So, 1s not this better now than cutting of 
Throats? I have got my Revenge, and the Lady will 
have hers without Blood-ſhed. Exftr. 


87 


SCENE changes to an Apartment, Conſtance 
and Servant. 


Ser. He's juſt a coming up, Madam. 

Con. My Civility to this Man will be as great a Con- 
ſtraint upon me, as Rudeneis wou'd be to his Brother; 

but I muſt bear it a little, becauſe our Deſigns require 
it; [Enter J. Wou'dbe.] his Appearance ſhocks me; — 

My Lotd, I wiſh you Joy. 

Y. V. Madam, tis oniy in your Power to give it; 

and wou'd you honour me with a Tule to be really 

proud ot, it ſhou'd be that of your humbleſt Servant. 

u Co,. I never admitted any body to the Title of an 
tumble Scrvant, that ] did not intend ſhould com- 
wand me; if your Lordſhip will bear with the Slavery, 
you ſhall begin vrhen you pleaſe, provided you take 
upon you the Authority when I have a mind. 

Y. % Our Sex, Madam, make much better Lovers 
than Husbands ; and I think it highly unreaſonable, that 
ou ſhould put your ſelf in my power, when you can 
Jo ablolutely keep me in yours. 

Con. No, my Lord, we never truly command ti! 
ve have given our Promiſe to obey; and we are ne- 
er in more danger of being made Slaves, than when 
ve have em at our Feet. | 
V. I. True, Madam, the greateſt Empires are in 
2olt danger of falling; but it is better to be abſolute 
icre, than to act by a Prerogative that is contin d. 
Con. Well, well, my Loid, I like the Conſtitution 
ive under; Im for a limited Power, or none at 


H 3 . . 


— — 
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V. I. You have fo much the Heart of the Subjct, 
Madam, that you may rule as you pleaſe ; but yo, 
have weak Pretences to a limited Sway, where you: 
Eyes have already play'd the Tyrant. I think on: 
Privilege of the People is to kiſs their Sovereign; 
Hand. [Taking her Haul 

Con. Not till they have taken the Oaths, my Lord, 
and he that refuſes them in the Form the Law pre 
{cribes, is. I think, no better than a Rebel. 

V. W. By Shrines and Altars, [ Kneeling ] by all th: 
you think juſt, and I hold good, by this, [Taking i. 
Hand] the faireſt, and the deareſt Vow 

[ Kiſſing her Har. 

Con. Fic, my Lord. [Seemingly yielding 

V. H. Your Eyes are mine, they bring me Tiding 
from your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be happy. 

Con. Wou'd not you deſpiſe a Conqueſt ſo ealiy 

in'd? 

V. V. Yours will be the Conqueſt, and I ſhall & 
ſpiſe all the World but you. | 

Con. But will you promiſe to make no Attempt: | 
upon my Honour. 

V. V. That's fooliſh. [ Aſide.] Not Angels ſent o« 
Meſlages to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence. 

Con. Ay, ay, to be ſure [Aſide.] My Loud 
III fend one to conduct you. UE. 
Y. V. Ha, ha, ha; no Attempts upon her E 
nour! When I can find the place where it lies, Il r© Þ 

her more of my Mind Now do I feel ten tho 
ſand Cupids tickling me all over with the Points «8 
their Arrows. Where's my Deformity now! WW , 
have read ſomewhere thele Lines: x 


Tho' Nature caſt me in a rugged Mould, 
Since Fate has chang'd the Bullion into Gold: 
Cupid returns, breaks all his maſts of Lead, 
And tips each Arrow with a Golden Head. 
Feather d with Title, the gay lordly Dart 
Flies proudly on, whilſt every Virgin's Heart 
Swells with Ambition to receive the Smart. 
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Enter Elder Wou'dbe behind him. 


E. W. Thus to adorn Dramatick Story, 
Stage-Hero ſtruts in borrow'd Glory, 
Proud aud Auguſt as ever Man ſaw, 
And enus his Empire in a Stanza. 


[Slaps him on the Shoulder, 


Y. W. Ha! my Brother! 

E. W. No, perfidious Man; all Kindred and Relation 
I dilown: The poor Attempts upon my Fortune I 
cou'd pardon, but thy baſe Deſigns upon my Love, I- 
can never forgive;— my Honour, Birthright, Riches, 
A. I cou'd more freely ſpare, than the leaſt Thought 
of thy prevailing here. 

V. V. How! my Hopes deceiv'd; curs'd be the fair 
Delutions of her Sex; whilſt only Man oppos'd my 
Cunning, I ſtood ſecure; but ſoon as Woman intet- 
pos d, Luck chang'd Hands, and the Devil was imme- 
ciztely on her fide. Well, Sir, much good may 
co you with your Miſtreſs, and may you love and live, 


| and ſtarve together. Going . 


E. W. Hold, Sir, I was lately your Priſoner, now you 


| are mine; when the Ejectment is executed, you ſhall 
be at Liberty. 


Y. W. Ejectment ! 
E. . Yes, Sir, by this time, I hope, my Friends 


have purg'd my Father's Houſe. of that debauch'd and 


riotous Swarm that you had hiv'd together. 

Y. V. Confuſion, Sir, let me paſs; I am the Elder, 
and will be obey'd. [| Draws. 
E. H. Dar'ſt thou diſpute the E!derſhip fo nobly? 

V. . I dare, and will, to the laſt Drop of my inve- 
terate Blood. [They fight. 
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Enter Trueman aud Teague. Trueman frites dow; 
their Swords. 


True. Hold, hold! my Lord, I have brought tho{ 
ſtall 1oon decide the Controverſy. 

Y. LV. It 1 miſtake not, this is the Villain that de. 
co) d me abroad. 

Kum at Trueman, Teague catches his Arm 
behind, and takes away his Sword 

Tea. Ay, be me Shoule, thiſh iſh the beſt Guud 
upon the Rutes of Fighting, to catch a Man behind 
his Back. 

True. My Lord, a Word: {Hhijpers E. Wou'dbe.) 
Now, Gentiemen, pleaſe to hear this venerable Lady, 

Coes to the Door and brings in Midnight. 

E. IV. Miaight in Cuſtody! 

Tea. In my Cuſhtody, fet. 

Ire. Now, Madam, you know what Puniſhment 
is deſtin'd for the Injury ofter'd to Aurelia, if you dont 
immediately confeſs the Truth. 

Mid. Then I muſt own, (Heaven forgive me) 
NM eeping] 1 muſt own, that Hermes, as he was ſtil 
eſteem'd, ſo he is the Firſt- born. 

Tea. A very honeſt Woman, be me Shoule. 

V. k. That Confeſſion is extorted by Fear, and 
therefore of no Force. 

True. Ay, Sir, but here is your Letter to her, with 
the Ink ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of 
Five hundred Pound a Year to ſwear in your behalf. 

Tea. Dat was Teagae's finding out, and I believe 
St. Patrick put it in my Thoughts to pick her Pockets. 


Euter Conſtance and Aurelia. 


Con. I hope, Mr. Howdbe, you will make no At.. 
temps vpon my Perion, 
I. W Damn your Perſon. : 
E. IV. But pray, Madam, where have you been 4 
this Evening? | [To AurCiias 


A 
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Aur. Very buſy, I can aflure you, Sir, here's an ho- 
neſt Conſtable that I could find in my Heart to marry, 
had the greaſy Rogue but one Drop of genteel Blood 
in his Veins; what's become of him ? 

[Looking about. 

Con. Bleſs me, Couſin, marry a Conſtable! 

Aur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had nor 
come in a very critical Minute, by this time I hat 
been glad to marry any Body. 

Tre. I take you at your Word, Madam, you ſhall 
marry him this Moment; and if you don't fay that 1 
lave genteel Blood in my Veins by to-morrow Moin- 
ing 

Aur. And was it you, Sir? 

True. Look'c, Madam, don't be aſham'd ; I found 
you a little in the diſha%ilze, that's the Truth on't, but 
ou made a brave Defence. 

Aur. I am oblig'd ro you; and tho' you were a lit- 
tc whimſical ro-day, this late Adventure has taught 
me how dangerous it is to provoke a Gentleman by il! 
Ulage; therefore, it my Lord and this Lady will ſhew 
us a good Example, I think we mult follow our Lea- 
ders, Captain. 

Te. As boldly às when Henour calls. 

Con. My Lord, there was taken among your Bro- 
ther's jovial Crew, his Friend Subtleman, whom we 
hac taken care to ſecure. 

F. V. For him the Pillory; for you, Madam 
| [To Midnight. 

Tos. Ne me Shoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maiſh- 
e Fuller, 

E. 17, For vou, Brother! 

V. Poverty and Contempt 


To &:5-i6h I yield As to A milder Fate, 
Nun Obligations from the Alan I Hate. [Exit 


F. 4. Then take thy Wiſh—— 4nd now, I hope, 
„ Pacities have reccir'd their duc Rewards and Puniſl. 


WRT, 
U f Tea. 
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Tea. But what will you do for poor Teague, Maiſt 
ter ? 

E. V. What ſhall I do for thee ? 

Tea. Arah, maak me a Juſtice of Peaſh, dear Joy. 

E. V. Juſtice of Peace! thou art not qualify'd, Man, 

Tea, Yeſt, fet am I can take the Oats, and 
write my Mark 1 can be an honeſht Man my ſhelf, 
and keep a great Rogue for my Clerk. 2 5 
E. V. Well, well, you ſhall be taken Care of; and 
now, Captain, we ſet out for Happineſ. 


Let none deſpair whateer their Fortunes be, 
Fortune muſt yield, wou'd Men but act like me. 
Chuſe a brave Friend as Partner of your Breaſt, 
Be active when your Right is in Conteſt ; [ 
Be true to Love, and Fate will do the reſt. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. HO OK. 


But now weak Woman is his ſafeſt Caſt, 

To bring him off with Quarter at the laſt: 
Not that he's vain to think, that I can ſay, 
Or he can write fine things to help the Play 
Ihe various Scenes have drain'd bis Strength and Art ; 
And I, you know, had a hard ſtruggling Part: 

But then he brought me dff with Life and Limb ; 

Ah! Wou'd that I cou'd do as much for him 

Stay, let me think——your Favours to excite, 

T jull muff act the Part I play d te- night. 

Fer hatſos er may be your fly Pretence, 

Yeu like thoſe beſt, that make the beſt Defence : 

Put this is needleſs —— Tis in Vain to crave it, 

If you have damm d the Play, no Power can ſave it; 

Not all the Wits of Athens, and of Rome; 

Not Shakeſpear, Johnſon, cou'd revoke its Doom: 

Nay, what is more if once your Anger rouſes, 

Kot all the courted Beauties of both Houſes. 

He we'd have ended here, but I thought meet, 7 


n Poet open d with a loud Warlike Blaſt, £ 


To tell him there was left one ſafe Retreat, 
Protection ſacred, at the Ladies Feet. 


To 


| 
| 
| 
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To that he anſwer'd in ſubmiſſeve Strain, 

He pa;'d all Homage to this Female Reign, 

And therefore turn d his Satyr gainſt the Men. 

From your great Queen, this Sovereign Right ye draw, 
To keep :ne Wits, as ſhe the Worid, in Ave. 

To her bright Scepter, your bright Eyes they bow ; 

Such awful Splendor as on ev'ry Brow, | 
All Scandal on the Sex were Treaſon now. 

The Play can tell with what Poetick Care, 

He labour'd to redreſs the injur'd Fair, 
And if you wont protect, the Man will damn him there. 
Then ſave the Muſe, that flies to you for Aid ;. 

Perhaps my poor Requeſt may ſome perſuade, | 
Becauſe it is the firft I ever made. 
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0 ALL 
Friends round the Mrekin. 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 


attend Addreſſes of this Nature, I hum- 
ES bly beg, that this may be receiv'd as an 
Acknowledgement for the Favours you 
have already conferr'd: I have tranſgreſ- 
{ed the Rules of Dedication, in offering 
zou any thing in that Style, without firſt asking your 
Leave: But the Entertainment I found in Shropſhire; 
commands me to be grateful, and that's all I intend: 

Tas my good Fortune to be order'd ſome time 
| 220 into the Place which is made the Scene of this 
Comedy; I was a perfect Stranger to every thing in 
Sslop, but its Character of Loyalty, the Number of its 
Inhabitants, the Alacrity of the Gentlemen in Recruit- 
ing the Army, with their generous and hoſpitable Re- 

ception of Strangers. 


5 7 
8 SS =4 


NES 
NE re 


Particular, that you made Recruiting, which is the 
greateſt Fatigue upon Earth to others, to be the grea- 
| teſt Pleaſure in the World to me. 

The Kingdom cannot ſhew better Bodies of Men, 
better Inclinations for the Service, more Generoſity, 
more good Underſtanding, nor more Politeneſs than is 

to be found at the Foot of the I/rekin. 
| Some little Turns of Humour that I met with al- 
| moſt within the Shade of that famous Hill, gave the 


Rie to this Comedy; and People were — 
| that. 


Nſtead of t he mercenary Expectations that 


This Character I found fo amply verify'd in every 


— —— — 
— 
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that, by the Example of ſome others, I would mak: 
the Town merry at the Expence of the Count. 
Gentlemen: But they forgot that I was to write! 
Comedy, not a Libel; al that whilſt I held to N.. 
ture, no Perſon of any Character in your Count. 
could ſuffer by being expos d. I have drawn the |: 
ſtice and the Clown in their Paris Naturalibus; dhe 
one an apprehenſive, ſturdy, brave Blockhead; 2n; 
the other a worthy, honeſt, generous Gentleman, 
hearty in his Country's Cauſe, and of as good an Un- 
derſtanding as I could give him, which I muſt cont:; 
is far ſhort of his own. 

I humbly beg leave to interline a Word or two 0 
the Adventures of the Recruiting Officer upon the Stage. 
Mr. Rich, who commands the Company for which 
thoſe Recruits were rais'd, has defir'd me to acqui: 
him before the World of a Charge which he think: 
lies heavy upon him, for acting this Play on Mr. Dur. 
fey's third Night. 

Be it known unto all Men, by theſe Preſents, That + 
Was iy Act and Deed, or rather Mr. Durfey's; for be 
won d play his third Night againſt the firſt of mine 
He brought down a huge Fliglu of frightful Birds up- 
on me; when (Heaven knows) I had not a feather 
Fowl in my Play, except one ſingle Kite: But I pre. 
ſently made Plume a Bird becauſe of his Name, an. 
Brazen another, becauſe of the Feather in his Hat, 
and with theſe three I engag'd his whole Empre, 
which I think was as great a Wonder as any in i? 
Sun. 
But to anſwer his Complaints more gravely, tte 
Seaſon was far ad vanc'd; the Officers that made th: 
greateſt Figures in my Play were all commanded t9 
their Poſts abroad, and waited only for a Wind, which 
might poſſibly turn in leſs than a Day: And I know: 
none of Mr. Durfey's Birds that had Poſts abroad bu! 
his Iioodcocks. and their Scalon is over: ſo that he 
might put off a Day with leis Prejudice than the fe- 


criting Officer cou'd; who has this farther to 11y 79: 
1 hint 
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hinſ1f, tha he was poſted before the other ſpake, 
and could nur wih Credit recede fᷣ om h's Station. 

Theſ. and ſome other Rubs this Comedy met with 
before it appear d. But on the other hand, it had 
povrerful Helps to {et it forward: The Duke of Or- 
mond encouraged the Author, and the Earl of Orrery 
:pprov'd the Play. My Recruits were review'd by my 
General and my Colone!, ud could not fail to paſs 
Muſter ; and ſtill to add to my Succeſs, they were. 
rais d among my Friends rouna the Wrekin. 

This Health has the Advantage over our other ce- 
lebrated Toaits, never to grow worſe for the wearing: 
"Tis a laſting Beauty, old without Age, and common 
without Scandal. That you may live long to ſet it 
chearfully round, and to enjoy the abundant Pleaſures 
of your fair and plentiful Country, is the hearty Wifh 


oh 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 


Your moſt Obliged, 


and moſt Obedient Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR, 


ä—N—— — — ͤ —— — 


THE 


PROLOGUE 


oe re. — — 2 2 
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LN. ancient Times when Hellen's fatal Charm 
Ron d the contending Univerſe to Arme, 
we Gracian Council happily deputes 

- The ſly Ulyſſes forth to raiſe Recruits. 
Ihe Artful Captain found, without Delay, 
HM here Great Achilles, a Deſerter, lay. 

Him Fate had warn d to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 

Him Greece requir'd——againſt their Trojan Foes, 
All the Recruiting Arts were needful here, 

To raiſe this Great, this tim rous Volunteer. 

Ulyſles well could talk—— he ſtirs, he warms 


" 
q 
} 
| 
| 


The Warlike Youth He liſtens to the Charms 
Of Plunders, fine lac Coats, and glitt ring Arms. 
Ulyſles caught the young aſpiring Boy, 

And liſted him who wrought the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector ſlain : 
Recruiting thus fair Hellen did regain. 

If for one Hellen ſuch prodigious things 

Were ated, that they even liſted Kings; 
If for one Hellen's artful, vicious Charms, 

Half the tranſported World was found in Arms; 


** 
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ñat for ſo many Hellens may we dare, 
hoſe Minds 4s well as Faces are ſo Fair ? 

if by one Hellen's Eyes, Old Greece cen d find 
les Homer fir'd to write, e vn Homer blind; 
The Britons ſure beyond compare may write, 
Hat view ſo many Hellens ev'ry Night. 


Dramatis 


g 


Dramatis Per ſonæ. 


M E N. 
Mr. Balla 1ce, Mr. Xeen. 
Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices. Mr. Philips, 
Mr. >cr::þle, Mr, Kent. 


Mr. IN, a Gentleman of Shropſhire, Mr. Milliam: 


Capt. Plume, e Two Recruiting Mr, Wilks, 

Capt. Brazen, Officers, Mr. Cibber, 
Kite, Serjeant to Plume. Mr. Eſccourt. 
Bullocſt, a Country Clown, Mr. Bullock. 


Coſtar Pear- main, . Mr. Norris. 
To. Apple-Tree, 8 Two Recruits, 


WOMEN. 


Melinda, a Lady of Fortune. Mrs. Regera 
Sylvia, Daughter to Ballance, 

4 in love with Plume. £ Mrs. O/djeld. 
Lucy, Melinda's Maid. Mrs. Sapsford. 
Roſe, a Country Wench. Mrs.Mountfort. 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Attendants. 


SCENE SHREWSBURY 


©” 


Recruiting Officer. 


—— — 


1 TI. 


SCENE, The Market-Place 
beats the Granadeer- March. 


Drum 


Later Serjeant Kite, follow'd by Thomas Apple-Trec, 
Coftar Pear-main, and the Mov. 


Kite makincY EF any Gentlemen Soldiers, or 


a Speech. others, have a mind to ſerve 
her Majeſty, and pull down 
the Freuch King: If any Pren- 
rices h»ve ſevere Maſters, a- 

„ Chidren have undutiful Parents: It any Servants. 


e too httie Wages, or any Husband too much 
weite: Let them repair to the noble Serjeant Kite 
the Sign of rhe Raven, in this good Town o 
dure wbt y, and they ſtall receive pre'ent Rel'ef and 
nterta ument Gemiem+n, I don't beat my 
Drums here to inſnare or inveiglc any Man, for you 
mit 


—— — — 
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muſt know Gentlemen, that I am a Man of Hono.;: 
Beſides, I don't beat up for common Soldiers; ng, | 
liſt only Granadeers, Granadeers, Gentlemen Pry 
Gentlemen, obſerve this Cap This is the Cap of 
Honour, it dubs a Man a Gentleman in the drawing of 
a Tricker ; and he that has the Fortune to te 
born ſix Foot high, was born to be a great Man 
—4 will you give me leave to try this Cap upon you; 
? | 

Coſt. Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap liſt me 

Kite. No, no, no more than I can-— Come, let me 
ſee how it becomes you. 

Coſt. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it? No 
Gunpowder Plot upon me ? | 

Kite. No, no, Friend; don't fear, Man. 

Coſt. My Mind miſgives me plaguily Let me 
ſee it Going to put it on.] It ſmells woundily ot 
Sweat and Brimſtone Smell Tummas. 

Tho. Ay, wauns does it. 

Coſt. Pray, Serjeant, what Writing is this upon the 
Face of it ? 

Kite. The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 

Coſt. Pray now, what may be that ſame Bed of Ho- 
nour ? 

kite O! A mighty large Bed! Bigger by half than 
the great Bed at Hare ten thouſand People may 
lie in it together, and never feel one another ? 

Coſt. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie in't, tor 
we don't care for feeling one another But do Fo- 
ſleep ſound in this fame Bed of Honour? 

Kite. Sound! Ay, ſo ſound that they never wake. 

Co?. Wauns! I wiſh again that my Wite lay there. 

Kite. Say you fo! Then, I find, Brother | 

Coſt. Brother! Hold there, Friend; 1 am no Kit 
dred to you that I know of yet=——Look'e, Serjean!, 
no Coaxing, no Wheedling, d'ye ſec If 1 havea 
mind to liſt, why ſo It not, why 'tis not 10— 
therefore take your Cap and your Brotherſhip back 3: 
ga'n, for I am not diſpos'd at this pre.cat Writin'-— 
No Coaxir g, no Prothering me, Faith, 


K 


„ — 0 "Os 1 m 


* 


the beſt He that wears a Head, that is, 
| Pardon, Sir, and in a fair way. 
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kite. I coax ! I wheedle! I'm above it! Sir, I have 


ſervd twenty Campaigns —— — But, Sir, you talk 
well, and I muſt own that you are a Man every Inch 
of you, a pretty young prightly Fellow 

| Fellow with a Spirit; but 

> Tho' I muſt - þ that never in my Life have I ſeen a 
| Man better built ! how firm and ſtrong he treads! He 


love 2 
{corn to coax, tis baſe: 


ſteps like a Caſtle ; but I. ſcorn to wheedte any Man 


Come, honeſt Lad, will you take ſhare of a Pot? 


Coſt. Nay, for that matter, Fil ſpend my Penny with 
Star your 


Kite. Give me your Hand then; and now, Gentle- 


| men, I have no more to ſay, but this——— Here's a 


Purſe of Gold, and there is a Tub of humming Ale at 
my Quarters 'Tis the Queen's Money, and the 
Queen's Drink She's a generous Queen, and loves 
her Subjects I hope, Gentlemen, you won't re- 


| fuſe the Queen's Health? 


All Mob. No, no, no. 
Kite, Huzza then! huzza for the Queen, and the 


Honour of Shropſhire. 


All Mos. Huzza ! 
Kite. Beat Drum. ¶ Exeunt Shouting, Drum beating 


| a Granadeer's March. 


Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. 


Plume. By the Granadcer March, that ſhou'd be my 
Drum; and by that Shout, it ſhou'd beat with Success 
et me ſee—— Four a Clock ¶ Looking on his 
Watch.) At Ten yeſterday Morning I left London — 
A hundred and Twenty Miles in Thirty Hours is pret- 
ty ſmart Riding, but nothing to the Fatigue of Re- 
cruiting. 

| Enter Kite. 

Kite. Welcome to Shrewsbury, noble Captain: From 
che Banks of the Danube to the Severn ſide, noble Cap- 
tan, you're welcome. 

Fiume. A very elegant Reception in leed. Mr. Kite : 
| ind you are fairly enter'd into your Reciui ing Strain 
ray what Succels ? Nite. 
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EKite. I have been fire a Week, and I have recruited 
Five 

Flume. Five! Mey vhat arc they ? 

Kite Ie lited che it ong Myc of Kent, the King 
of the nd es, a Scorch Pediar, a Scoundrei Ailoincy, an 
a lielch Parſon. 

Plume. An Atroiney! Wert thou mad? Lita Lawyer! 
Diſcoarge hiin, diſcharge him this Minute, 

Rite. Why Sir? 

Plume. Becasſe I will have no body in my Compsa- 
ny that can write; a Fellow that can write, can draw 
Putitions I iay this Minute diſcharge him, 

Rite. And what ſhall I do with the Pa ſon ? 

Plume. Can he write? 

Kite. Hum ! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 

Flume. Keep 2 m by all means-— But how ftand; 
the Countrey affected? Were the People picas'd with 
the News of my coming to Town ? 

Kite. Sir, the loo are ſo pleas'd with your Honour, 
and the Juſtices and better ſort ot People are ſo de- 
lghtcd with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your Buſinel; 
But, Sir, you have got a Recruit here that you 
little think of. 

Plume. WhO! 

Kite. One that you beat up for the laſt time you 
were in the Countrey: You remember your old Fricas 
Moliy ar'tize Cattle ? 

Plume. She's not with Child I hope. 

Kite. No, no, Sir,- ſhe was brought to bed je- 
ferday. 

Plume. Kite. you muſt Father the Child. 

Kite. Ad io her Friends will oblige me to marry tix 
Mo: ler. 

Plume. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us; the 
can waſh, you know. aud make a Bed upon occal:on. 

Kite, Ay, or unmake it upon occai.on. But your 
Henuur knows that I am maity'd already. 

Fiume. To how many? 

Kite. L can't tell readiiy 


I have ſet them down 


here upon the back of the Mutter-Roll. Draws it 
041. 


The Recruiting Officer. I 3 


eat.] Let me ſee, Imprimis, Mrs. Shely Siikereyes, 

he tells Potatoes upon Ormornd-Key in Dublin Peggy 

Guzzle, the Brandy Woman, at the Horſe-Guard at 

White-Hall Dolly Waggoen, the Carricr's Daughter 

at Hull——Madamoiſelic Van-bottom-flat at the Buſs— 

Then Fenny Oakham, the Ship Carpenter's Widow, at 
| Portſmouth ; but I don't reckon upon her, for ſhe was 

marry'd at the ſame time to two Lieutenants of Marines, 
and a Man of War's Boatſwain. 

| Plume. A full Company — Vou have nam'd five—— 

Come, make em half a dozen: Kite — is the Child 

a Boy or a Girl? 

Kite. A Chopping Boy. 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Liſt, and 
the Boy in mine: Enter him a Granadeer by the Name 
of Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow—— I'll allow you a 
Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now go comfort the 
Wench in the Straw. 

Kite. I ſhall, Sir. 

Plume. But hold, have you made any uſe of your 
% {WcGrman Doctor's Habit ſince you arriv'd ? 

- Kite. Yes, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the 
Cuntrey for the moſt faithful Fortune-teller that cver 
toda Lyc————1I was oblig'd to let my Landlord in- 

to the Secret, for the convenience of keeping it ſo ; 


* but he's an honeſt Fellow, and wil! be faithful to any 
Roguery that is truſted to him. This Device, Sir, will 
er you Men, and me Money, which, I think, is 

Fes we want at preſent——— But yonder comes your 


dend Mr. Worthy————Hes your Honour any farther 
ommands? 

Hume. None at preſent. [Exit Kite. Tis indeed the 
ware of Horthy, but the Life's departed. 


Enter Worthy. 
OU 


What, Arms a-crofs, Morthy ! Methinks vou ſhould 
: em open, when a Friend's io ncar The Man 

got tne Vapours in his Ears, I believe: 1 muſt eu- 
s melancholy Spirit. 


VoL, II. 


I 


Splrgs. 
; ' 
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Spleen, thou worſ! of Fiends below, 
Fly, I conjure thee, by this Magick Blow. 
aps Worthy on the Shoulder. 


Nor. Plume ! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe an 
found return'd ! 

Pl: :me. 1 *icap'd ſaſe from Germany, and found, I 
hope, from London; you ſee I have loft neither Ley, 
Arm, nor Noſe : then tor my Inſide, *ris neither trou- 
led with Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and I have 2 
exccient Stomach for Roaſt-Beef. 

or. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was ſo. 

Plume. What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor 
Earthquakes in Wales, I hope? Has your Father 10: 
irom the Dead, and re-aflum'd his Eſtate ? 

Hor. No. 

Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurcly. 

or. No. 

Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker. 

or. Come, I mult out with it Your once gv, 


:oving Friend, is dwindlcd into an obſequious thougi-WF .. 
zul, romantick, conſtant Coxcomb. n 
Plume. And pray what is all this for? * 


lor. For a Woman. 3 
Plume. Give me thy Hand: If thou go to that, vero. 


me as obſcquious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant a C 
comb as your Worſhip. * 
Nor. For whom ? oy 

— 


— 5 


Plume. For a Regiment. — But for a Woman WI... 
*Sdeath ! 1 have been conſtant to fitteen at a ume, il 
never melancholy tor one, and can the Love ot e 
bring you into this Condition? Pray, who is this wege 
deriul Hellen! 1 

: 1 7 8 15 * ? d ? 7 
Hor. A Jielles indeed, not to be won under 2 5, 
; ä N 
Years Siege, as great a Peauty, and as great a Jil. thy, 


Plume. A jut! Pho! Is ſne as great a Whore * 505 
Wor. No. no. P.: 4 

. bo . "1 ide 
Plume. Tis ten thouſand pit ies: But who is fe” Mette 
J know her? | ner C 
74 1 21 * 9 N 
[1 0. . \ ry Well. P age 1 


.* 
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Plume. That's impollible I know no Woman 
| that will hold out a ten Year's Siege. 

Nor. What think ye of Melinda ? 

Plume. Melinda ! Why ſhe began to Capitulate this 
time Twelve-month, and oftered to Surrender upon 
honourable Terms; and I advis'd you to propole a Set- 
tlement of hve hundred Pounds a Year to her, before I 
went laſt abroad. 

Hor. did, and ſhe hear ken'd to it, defiring only one 
| Week to conſider When, beyond her Hopes, 
the Town was reliev'd, and I torc'd to turn my Siege 
into a Blockade. 

Plume. Explain, explain. 

Hor, My Lady Kichly, her Aunt in Flintſhire dies, 
and leaves her, at this Critical time, twenty thouſand 
Pounds. 

Plume. Oh the Devil! What a delicate Woman was 
there ſpoil'd ! But by the Rules of War now— 

Worthy, Blockade was fooliſl. After ſuch a Convoy 

ei of Provitions was enter d the Place, you could have no 

Wl thought of reducing it by Famine ; you ſhould have re- 

doubled your Attacks, taken the Town by Storm, or 

have dyd upon the Breach. 

= Hor. I did make one general Aſſault, and puſh'd ir 
nh all my Forces; but I was ſo vigorou!ly repuls'd, 

that deipairing of ever gaining her for a Miſtreſs, I 
have alter d my Conduct, given my Addrefles the 
ooſequious and diſtant Turn, and court her novr for 2 
Wite. 

Plume. So as you grew Obſequious, ſhe grew Haugh- 
y and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeis, the 
1 0 you like a Dog. 

tor. Exactly. 

Plume. Tis the way of em all. Come, Hor. 
ty, your obſequious and diſtant Airs will never bring 
. N el you mutt not think to ſurmount her 
2 by your Humility : Wou'd you bring her to 

deter Thoughts of you, ſhe mult be reduc'd 0 àAmca- 
der Opinion of herſelf. Let me fee, the very firſt thing 


de 


an 1 would do, ſhould be to lie with her Chamber- 
12 maid, 
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maid, and hire three or four Wenches in the Neigh- 
hour hood to report that I had got them with Chud 
—— Suppoſe we Lampoon'd all the pretty Wo— 
men in Town, and left her out; or, what if we made 
a Ball, and forgot to invite Her with one or two ot 
the Uglieſt. 

Mor. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, I muſt confei;; 
but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can 
have no Balls, no Lampoons, no 

Plume. What! no Baſtards! and ſo many Recruit- 
ing Officers in Town! I thought twas a Maxim 2. 
mong them, to leave as many Recruits in the Coun- 
trey as they carry'd out. 

Hor. No body doubts your good Will, noble Captain, 
in ſerving your Countrey with your beſt Blood, witne; 
our Friend Molly at the Caſtle; there have been Tears 
in Town about that Buſineſs, Captain. 

Plume. I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 

Hor. O Sir, have you thought of her? I began to 
fancy you had forgot poor Sylvia. 

Plume. Your Affairs had quite | go mine out of my 
Head. *Tis true, Sylvia and I had once agreed to go 
to Bed together, cou'd we have adjuſted Preliminarics; 
but ſhe wou'd have the Wedding before Conſumma- 
tion, and I was for Conſummation before the Wed- 
ding; we cou'd not agree. She was a pert, obſtinate 
Fool, and wou'd loſe her Maidenhead her own way, © 
the may keep it for Plume. 

Hor. But do you intend to Marry upon no other 
Conditions ? 

Plume. Your Pardon, Sir, I'll Marry upon no Con- 
dition at al. - If I ſhou'd, I am reſolv'd never to 
bind my ſelf to a Woman for my whole Life, til! 
know whether I ſhall like her Company for halt n 
Hour. Suppoſe I Marry'd a Woman that wanted 2 
Leg——— fuch a thing might be, unleſs I examin' 
the Goods before hand if People wou'd but 17 
one another's Conſtitutions before they engag'd, t ou 
wou'd prevent all theſe Elopements, Divorces, and the WW”! 
Devil knows what. 


L%, 
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Hor. Nay, for that matter, the Town did not ſtick . 
to fay, that 
| Plume. I hate Countrey-Towns for that Reaſon 
it your Town has a diſhonourable thought of Sylvia, 
it deſerves to be burnt to the Ground I love Sylvia, 
| 1 admire her frank, generous Diſpolition——— There's 
ſomething in that Girl more than Woman, her Sex is 
but a Foil to her. The Ingratitude, Diſſimulation, En- 
% Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her Siſter Females, do 
but fer off their Contrarics in her In ſhort, were I 
once a General, I wou Marry her. 

Hör. Faith, you have Reaſon for were you but 
Corporal, ſhe wou'd Marry you But my Melinda 
coquets it with every Fellow ihe feer———--I: lay 
iy Pound ſhe makes Love to you. 

Plume, III lay you a Hundred that J return it, if ſuc 
does. Look e, Worthy, I'd Win her, and give her to 
you afterwards. 
to Nor. If you Win her, you ſhall Wear her, Faith ; I 

ond not value the Conqueſt, without the Credit of 
ny Ne Victory. 


80 a 

65; Enter Kite, 

na- Wl Kite. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 

ed- Wl Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but 
ate ends. N 


Kite, You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort 

e good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Molly my 

"ite, Mr. Worthy. 

er. O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Rite. 

Kite. Your Worſhip very well may tor I have 

vt both a Wife and Child in half an Hour But as 

was ſaying You ſent me ro comfort Mrs. Noli 
my Wife I mean———But what d'ye think, 

b She was better comforted before I came. 

"ume. As how ! 

Nite. Why, Sir, a Footman in a blue Livery had 

Wught her ten Guineas fo buy her Baby Clothes. 


"ae, Who, in the Name of Wonder cou'd ſend 
1 


I 3 Kite. 


18 The Recruiting Officer. 


Eite. Nay, Sir, I maſt whiſper that——_—M: , 
VIA, Huus ge- 

Plume. Sylvia ! Generous Creature! : 

Nor. via? Impoilible! 

Rite. Here are the Guincas, Sir. I took ts 
Gold as Part of my Wife's Portion. Nay, farth* cn. 
ſhe ſent Word the Child ſhou!d be taken all imarinbls 
care of, and that ſhe intended to ſtand Godmother 
The ſame Footman, as I was coming to you wich thi: 
Nevrs, call'd after me, and told me, that his Lady 
wou'd ſpeak with me I went, and upon healing 
thar you were come to Town, ſhe gave me hal 
Guinea for the News; and ord-1'd me to tell you, th: 
JUBICS Ballance, her Father, who is juſt come out of 
the Countrey, would be gla d to ſce you. 

Fiume. There's a Girl tor you, ©; 770 
any thing of Woman in this? No, tis Noble, gene. 
: 0us, manly Friendſhip; ſtew me another V. roman tha 
wou'd loſe an Inch of her Preros arty e that way, with: 

Gut Tears, Fits and Reproaches. The common Jealous 
ſ; of her Sex, Which is nothing but their Avic of 
F caſure, the deſpiſes; aud can part wirn the Lover 
ned ſhe dies for the Man Come, Hort. — 
V. nvre's the beit Wine? For there Il quarter. 

Hor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelo: 
which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becaule | 
reſervd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome 0 
Town. 
| Plume. Let's away then Mr. Rite, go to ti 
. Lady with my humole Service, and tell her, I ſhall on- 
ly refreſh a little, and wait upon her. 

; Wor. Hold, Kite have you ſeen the other Re- 
cruiting Captain? T 

| Kite. No, Sir, I'd have you to know I don't kee? “ 
ſuch Cor deny. 

Ti me. Another! Who is he? 

„ , R val in the firſt place, and the moſt un- 


acc ale Fellow -- but 11 tell you more 5 
W. 80. Exeust. 


SCENE 


Is there 
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Melinda and Sylvia meeting. 


K Mel. Welcome to Town, Couiin Syivia, [ Salute. I 
„ you your Retreat in the Counirey ; for Shrew/- 
ls bxr;. methinks, and all your Heads or Smires, are the 
r rot i regular Places for living; here we lave Smoak, 
„ WE Noi, Scandal, Affectation, and Preteiion; in ſhort, 
J crery thing to give the Spicen and nothing to di- 
no WE vert it——then the Air is intolerable. 

2 S. O Madam ! I have heard the Town commendcd 
at 0 its Air. 

gf del. But you don't conſider, S lvia, how long I have 


iy d in't! for I can aſſure you, that io a Lady, the icatt 
"70 n.ce in her Conſtitution no Air can be goo «- 


de- ore half a Year. Change of Air, I rake to be the moi 
i MM grccable of any Variety in Life. 

the yl. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are fever: 
0:1 WM io: ts of Airs. | 

> of Mel. Pia! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
ver, ere properly of that we taſte — Have not you, 


— -:::;, found a vaſt difference in the Taſte of Aus? 
$1. Pray, Coulin, are not Vapours a fuit of Air? 
07.7, e Air! you might as well tell ine, I may feed upon 
fe 1 er: But prince, my dear Melinda, doit put on ſuch 
> 10 n Air to mtr. Your Education and mine were juſt the 
we; and I remember the time, when we never trou- 
\ the Nen 02: Heads about Air, but when the ſharp Air from 
on- ie % Mountains made our Fingers ake in a cold 
MC1.ng at the Boarding-School. 
Re- el. Our Education, Coutin, was the fame, but our 
T:raperaments had nothing alike ; you have the Con- 
ſirution of an Hor, 
Sl. So far as to be troubled with neither Spleen, 
Caolick, nor Vapours ; I need no Salts for my Sto- 
nach, no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Wach for 
My Complexion. I can gallop all the Morning atter 
de Hunting-horn, and all the Evening after a Fid- 
e. In ſhort, I can do every thing with my Father, 
I 4 but 


t un- 
re 2 
rennt. 


20 The Recruiting Officer. 


but drink, and ſhoot flying; and I'm ſure, I cen 49 
every thing my Mother cou'd, were I put to the Tris. 

Mel. You are in a fair way of being put tot; for! 
am told your Captain is come to Town. 

Sy. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and I'll take Care t: 
ſha'n't go without a Companion. 

Mel. You are certainly mad, Couſin. 

Syl. And there's a Pleaſure ſure, 

In being mad, which none but Madmen know. 

Mel. Thou poor Romantick Quixot! Haſt thou 
the Vanity to imagine, that a young ſprightly Officer, 
at rambles o'cr Nall the Globe in half a Year, can 
-onfine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Coun- 
trey Juſtice, in an obſcure part of the World? 

Sy. Pſha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſto 
not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it fhews 2 
Narrowneſs of Soul. Conſtancy is but a dull flecpy 
Quality at beſt, they will hardly admit it among tue 
manly Virtues; nor do I think it deſerves a place with 
Bravery, Knowledge, Policy, Juſtice, and ſome other 
Qualities that are proper to that noble Sex. In ſhort, 
Melinda, I think a Petticoat a mighty ſimple thing 
.nd I am heartily tir'd of my Sex. 

Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our 
Sex, that you can't ſo handſomely get rid oi in Pc- 
ricoats, as it you were in Breeches O' my Conſci- 
ence, Slvia, hadſt thou been a Man, thou hadſt bern 
the greateit Rake in Chriſtendom. 

Hl. 1 ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the Wort, 
which a Man can never do throughly, without hatt: 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours; but nav 
| think on't, how ſtands your Affair with Mr. Worthy! 

Mel. He's my Averſion. 

Syl. Vapours! 

Mel. What do you ſay, Madam? 

Syl. J fay, that you ſhou'd not uſe that honeſt Fel:ow 
ſo inhumanly. He's a Gentleman of Parts and Fortune 
and beſides that, he's my Plume's Friend, and by © 
that's ſacred, if you don't uſe him better, I ſhall & 
pect Satistaction. 


Ae; 


8 * 
CH 


| Breeches in good earneſt 
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Mel. Satisfaction! you begin to fancy your ſelf in 


- But to be plain with 
you, I like Morthy the worſe for being ſo intimate 


wich your Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle, 
| unmannerly Coxcomb, 


$;l. O, Madam! you never ſaw him, perhaps, ſince 
you were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pound; you only 


| knew him when you were Capitulating with Worthy 
| tor a Settlement, which perhaps might encourage him 


to be a little looſe, and unmannerly with you. 
Mel. What do you mean, Madam? 
H. My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 
Mel. Better it had, Madam; for methinks you are 


| :00 plain. 


Sy. It you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, I think 
rour Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the tull. 

Mel. Were J ture of that, I wou'd be glad to take 
up with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 

9% Again! Look'e, Madam, you're in your on 
10G. 

Mel, And if you had kept in yours, I ſhou'd have 
excusd you. 

. Don's be troubicd, Madam, I f%an't deſire to 
ye my Viſit return'd. 

el. The ſooner therefore you make an end of this, 
we herter. 

5, Jam eaſily perſuaded to follow my Inclinatious, 
ind fo, Madam, your humble Servant. | Exit. 

Mel, Saucy thing ! 


Euter Lucy. 

Luc. What's the matter, Madam? 

Mel. Did you not foe the proud Nothing, how the 
Wend upon the Arrival of her Fellow. 

Lac. Her Fclliove has not been long enough arri v' 
o 0CCALON any grcat Swelling, Madain; I don't be- 
dere me has fern him yet. | 
Ae, Nor ſra'n't if I can help it et me fee— 
IC ft hghring me Pen and Ink bold, I. 
63 Wire in Py Ciotet. 
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Luc. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madam. 

Mel. Who ſent it? n 

Tuc. Your Captain, Madam. 

Mel. He's a Fool, and I'm tir'd of him, fend it back 
unopen'd. 

Lux. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. 

Mel. Then how ſhou'd I fend an Anſwer ? Call him 
back immediately, while I go write. Exeunt. 


The End of the Firſt A C T. 
CCC 


K 
SCENE, An Apartment. 


Enter Fuſtice Ballance and Plume. 


Bali. ] Coke, Captain, give us but Blood for our Mo- 
ney, and you ſhan't want Men. I remem- 
ter that for ſome Years of the laſt War, we had no 
Blood, no Wounds, but in the Officers Mouths; nothing 
ior our Millions but News-Papers not worth a Reading 
ur Army did nothing but play at Priſon-Baſe, and 
hide and ſeek with the Enemy; but now ye have brought 
vs Colours, and Standards, and Priſone: < Ad's my 
Life, Captain, get us but another Marſhal of France, and 
Igo myſelf tor a Soldier | 
tiume. Pray, Mr. Ballance, how does your fair 
Daughter? | ; 
1:11. Ah, Captain! What is my Daughter to a Mar- 
al of France]! We're upon a nobler Subject, I want 
to have a particular Deſcription of che Battle of Hockſter, 
Fi me. The Battle, Sir, was a very pretty Battle 
any one ſhou'd defire to ice, but we were 21 0 
zutent uon Vidory, that we never minded the Pat- 
He's al that ( Kao of the matter, is, our Cenets. 
command es 


2 
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commanded us to beat the French, and we did ſo 
and if he pleaſes but to ſay the Word, we'll do it agen. 
But pray, Sir, how does Mrs. Sylvia ? 

Ball. Still upon Sylvia! For ſhame, Captain, yell 
are engag'd already, wedded to the War; Victory s 
your Miſtreſs, and 'tis below a Soldier to think ot any 
other. 

Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs; but as a Friend, Mr. 
Ballarce 

Ball. Come, come, Captain, never mince the Mat- 
ter, vrou'd not you debauch my Daughter, it you 
cou'g ? 

Plume. How, Sir! I hope ſhe's not to be debauch'd. 

Tall. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in 
Eugland of her Age and Complection, by a Man or 
our Youth and Vigour. Look'e, Captain, once 1 
vas young, and once an Othcer as you are; and 1 
en gueſs at your Thoughts now, by what mine were 
thenz and I remember very well, that I wou'd have 
civen one of my Legs to have deluded the Daughter 
an old Country Gentleman, as like me as I was then 
ale You. | 

Plame. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your 
Fend and BenefaCtor ? 

Ball. Not much of that. 

Tlume. There the Compariſon breaks; the Favours, 
dr, that 

Ball. Pho, Pho, I hate ſet Speeches; if I have done 
ou any Service, Captain, twas to picale my felt; I love 
:nze, and if I could part with my Girl, you ſhou'd 
ive her as ſoon as any young Fellow I know: But I 
hore von have more Honour than to quit the Service, 
na ſhe more Prudence than to follow the Camp; bur 
ies ar her own Diſpoſal, ſhe has fifreen hundred 
ound in her Pocket, and ſo Avia, Sylvia. Calli. 


Euter Sylvia. 
J.. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the Pod 
om 1 don, 1 left them upon the Table in your Co- 


+. 
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Ball. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. Fre- 
ſents Plume to ber.] Captain you'll excuſe me, II go 
and read my Letters and wait on you. [Exit, 

Syl. Sir, you are welcome to England. 

Plume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Ma- 
dam, ſince the Hopes of receiving it from this fair 
nr uh was the principal Cauſe of my ſeeing Eng- 
and. 

Syl. I have often heard, that Soldiers were ſincere, 
ſhail I venture to believe publick Report? 

Plume. You may, when tis back'd by private In- 
ſurance; for I fwear, Madam, by the Honour of my 
Profeſſion, that whatever Dangers I went upon, it 
was with the Hope of making my ſelf more worthy 
of your Eſtcem ; and if ever 1 had Thoughts ot pre- 
ſerving my Life, twas for the Pleaſure of dying u 
your Feet. 

Syl. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or where 
you will; but you know, Sir, there is a certain Wil 
and Teſtament to be made before-hand. 

Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, and there 
it is; and if you pleaſe to open the Parchment, which 
was drawn the Evening before the Battel of Blenheim, 
you will find whom I left my Heir. 

Syl. Mrs. Sylvia Ballance, | Opens the In ill and read.. 
wel, Captain, this is a handſome and a ſubſtantial Com- 
plement; but I can aſſure you, I am much better 
pleaſed with the bare Knowiedge ot your Intention, 
than I ſhou'd have been in the Poſſeſſion of your Le- 
gacy: But methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have lett ſome- 
thing to your little Boy at the Caſtle. 

Plume. That's home, [Aſide.] My little Boy! Lack- 
a- day, Madam, that alone may convince you 'twas none 
of mine ; why the Girl, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wite, 
and fo the poor Creature gave out that I was Father, 
in hopes that my Friends might ſupport her in Cale oi 
Neceſlity. That was all, Madam My Boy! 
No, no, no. 


Euter 
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Enter à Servant. 


Ser. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill News 
from London, and deſires to ſpeak with you immedi- 
nelv, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that he can't 
© wait on him as he promis'd. 
| Plume, Ill News! Heavens avert it, nothing could 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy 
Gentleman afflicted: I'll leave you to comfort him, and 
| be aflur'd, that if my Lite and Fortune can be any 
way ſerviceable to the Father of my Sylvia, he ſhall 
freely command both. 

Sl. The Neceſſity muſt be very preſſing, that 
would engage me to endanger either. 


8 {Exeunt feverally, 
; SCEN E, Another Apartment. 
e 
Enter Ballance and Sylvia. 
Sl. Whilſt there is Life, there is Hope, Sir? per- 

e haps my Brother may recover. 
h Ball. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; Doc- 
n, tor Killman acquaints me here, that before this comes 

% my Hands, he fears I ſhall have no Son Poor 
2 Ower, ! 


But the Decree is juſt, I was pleas'd 
= wrh the Death of my Father, becauſe he left me an 
er titate, and now I am puniſh'd with the Loſs of an 
n, Heir to inherit mine; I muſt now look upon you as the 
c- on.y Hopes of my Family, and I expect that the Aug- 

mentation ot your Fortune will give you ireſh Thoughts, 
ad new Proſpects. 

Sj:. My Deſire of being punctual in my Obedience, 
quires that you would be plain in your Commands, 
MY 

Ball. The Death of your Brother makes you fole 
He res to my Eſtate, which you know is about twelve 
wahcd Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a fair 
(aim to Quality, and a Title; you mult fer a juſt Va- 
upon your felt, and in plan Terms, think no more 
ot Captain Plume. . 


3 Sy R 
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” Syl. You have often commended the Gentleman, 
r. 

Ball. And I do fo ſtill, he's a very pretty Fellow; b:: 
tho' I lik d him well enough for a hure Son- in-law, ! 
don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eſtate a 
Family; fifteen hundred Pounds indeed 1 might trat 
in his Hands, and it might do the young Fellow 1 
Kindneſs, but, ods my Life, twelve hundrec 
Pound a Year wou'd ruin him, quite turn his Brain: 
A Captain of Foot worth twelve hundred Pounds 
Year! *Tis a Prodigy in Nature: Beſides this, I hav: 
five or fix thouſand Pounds in Woods upon my Eſte. 
Ohl That wou'd make him ſtark mad: For you mu? 
know, that all Captains have a mighty Averſion to 
Timber, they can't endure to ſee Trees ſtanding 
Then I ſhou'd have ſome Rogue of a Builder, by th: 
help of his damn'd Magick Art, transform my nobe 
Oaks and Elms into Corniſhes, Portals, Saſhes, Dirc: 
Beaſts and Devils, to adorn ſome magotty, neu. 
faſhion'd Bauble upon the Thames; and then I ſhout 
have a Dog of a Gardener bring a Habeas Corpus ior 
my Terra firma, remove it to Chelſea, or Twitter 
ham, and clap it into Grais-Plats, and Gravel Walks, 


Enter à Servant. 


Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for you” 
Worſhip, but he will deliver it into no hands but you: 
OWN. 

Ball. Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger. 

Exit with Servaii 

Sy. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, anc 
am Prince Prettyman exactly. If my Bothe 
dies, ah poor Brother! If he lives, ah poor Siſter: 
Tis bad both ways; I'll try it again, Fo.10'7 
my own Inclinations, and break my Father's Hear! 
or obey his Commands ani brez« my own ; Work 
and worſe. Suppuic I take it thus? A mod-:::c For: 
tune, a pretty F-..ow and a Pad; or a nne LOOP . 

0aca 


Pa Xx Gawd wo 


one; and you 
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Coach and fix, and an Aſs 
neither. 


Enter Fuftice Ballance and a Servant. 


Ball. Put four Horſes to the Coach. [ To 4 Servant, 
who goes 0ut.] Ho, Sylvia. 

Hl. Sir. 

Ball. How old were you when your Mother dy'd ? 

Hl. So dau: that I don't remember I ever had 

ave been ſo Careful, ſo Indulgent to 

me ſince, that indeed I never Wanted one. 

Ball. Have I ever deny'd you any thing you ask'd 
ef me? | 

5,1. Never that I remember. 

Ball. Then, Sylvia, I muſt beg that once in your 
Lite you wou'd grant me a Favour. 

$yl. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir? 

Ball. I don't, but I wou'd rather Counſel than Com- 
mand ; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a 


Parent, but as the Advice of your Friend; that you 


wou'd take the Coach this Moment, and go into the 
Country. 

Syl. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- 
ten's of the Letter you receiv'd juſt now? 

Ball. No matter, I will be with you in three or 
tour Days, and then give you my Reaſons. But 
before you go, I expect you will make me one ſolemn 
Promile. 

9s. Propoſe the thing, Sir. 

Ball. That you will never diſpoſe of your ſelf to 
ply Man, without my Conſent. 

Y. I promile. 

Bail. Very well, and to be even with you, I pro- 
ite 1 never will ditpoſe of you without your oven 
Halent, and fo, Sylvia, the Coach is read) farewell. 
Leads her to the Door, and returu:.) Now ſhe's gone, 


« Examine the Contents of this Letter a little e, 
[ Rea s. 


That will never do- 
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SIR, 


MY Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn a gecrit 

from him, that he had from his Friend Captain 
Plume; and my Friendſhip and Relation to your Family 
oblige me to give you timely notice of it : The Captain 
has diſhonourable Deſigns upon my Corſm Sylvia. Evil, 
of this Nature are more eaſily prevented than amended, 
and that you wou'd immediately ſend my Couſin into the 
Countrey, is the Advice of, 


Sir, your humble Servant, 
MELIND 4. 


Why the Devil's in -the young Fellows of this Age, 
they are ten times worle than rhey were in my time; 
had he made my Daughter a Whoꝛe, and foriwore it 
like a Gentleman, I cou'd have almoit pardon it; 
but to tell Tales before-hand is monitrous—— —— Hang 
it, I can tetch down a Woodcock or a Snipe, and why 
not a Hat and Feather? I have a Caic of good Pilto:s, 
and have a good mind to try. 


Enter Worthy. 


Horthy ! Your Servant. . ( 
Hor. I'm ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill New: 
Ball. 1 zpprchend it, Sir, you have heard that nff 

Son Owen is paſt Recovery. : 
Wor. My Lettcr. ay he's dead, Sir. 

Ball. He's happy, and I'm tarisfied : The Strokes of 
Heaven I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr. Vor- 
thy, are not fo caſily ſupported, 

Hor. 1 hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſion of 
Wrong from any Body. 

Ball. You kno.v I ought to be. | 

N or. You wong my Honour, in believing I coud 
knove any thing to your Prejudice, without 1cienting 
It as much as You ſhou'd. 


Bali. 
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Ball. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in pieces to 
 conccal the Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that Plume 
his a Delign upon Sylvia, and that you are privy 
tot. 

Hb. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do myſelf Juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author, | Takes up a Bit. 
dir, J know the Hand, and if you retuie to diicover 
* the Contents, Melinda ſhall tell me. [ Going. 

Fall. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you al:cady, 
oaly with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy with 
\ir. [orthy, had drawn the Secret from him. 

or. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me pick 
p the pieces of this Letter; 'twill give me ſuch a hank 
| upon her Pride, to have her own an Intimacy under 
ler Hand: This was the luchieſt Accident | | Gather 
% up the Letter.) The Aipertion, Sir, was noching 
bet Malice, the Ettect of a little Quarrel between her 
and Mrs. Slxia. 

Ball. Are you ſure of that, Sir? 
er. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of part of the 

Battle, juſt now as ſhe over-heard it. But I hope, Sir, 
| our Daughter has ſuffen' d nothing upon the account. 
| ball. No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's 1o atflicted with the 
News of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Company, 
de begg'd leave ro be gone into the Country. 

Vor. And is ſhe gone? | 

Bal. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was fo preſſing; 
ne Coach went from the Door the Minute before you 
came, 

Hor. So preſſing to be gone, Sir! I find her 
fortune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and 
taen Flume and I may laugh at one another. | 

Hall. Like enough, Women are as ſubject to Pride 
* Men are, and why mayn't great Women as well as 
great Men, forget their old Acquaintance ? But 
come, where's this young Fellow? I love him ſo well. 
! woutd break the Heart of me to think him a Rat- 
'm glad my Daughter's gone fairly off tho”. 
4/de.] Where does the Captain Quarter ? 


Nor 
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Wor. At Horton's; 1 am to meet him there two 
Hours hence, and we ſhould be glad of your Com- 
any. 

Ball. Your Pardon, dear North, IJ muſe allow a Dar: 
or two to the Death of my Son: The Decorum ct 
Mourning is what we owe the World, becauſe the; 


Pay it to us. Afterwards, I'm yours over a Bot.., 
or how you will. 


Hor. Sir, I'm your humble Servant. 
Excunt ſever.:;.;, 


SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Kite, with Coſtar Pear-main in one Hand, and 
Thomas Apple- tree in the other, drunk 


Lite ſings, 
Gur Prextire Tom may now refuſe, 
To wije Lis Seortrare! MHaſtsr Shoes; 
For now he's free to {1:7 and play, 
Over the Hilis aud jor way Over, &e. 
[The Mob ings the Choru:, 
Ve ſhall lead more happy Lives, 
By getting rid of Prats and Iii ves, 
Har ſcold aud eraw! both Night and Day; 
Over the Hills, and far away —Qucr, &c. 


Rite. Hey Boys! Thus we Soldiers live! drink, fing, 
dance, play: V/c live, as one ſnou'd fay-—————we ue 
tis impoſſible to tell how we live 
are all Princes Why why, you are a Ning 
You are an Emperor, and I'm a Prince 
now UAN't w ˖,— 

Tho. No, Serjcant, Vil be no Emperor. 

Kite. No! 

Tho. No, I'l] be a Juſtice of Peace. 

Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, Man! ; 

Tho. Ay, wauns will I; for ſince this Preſſing-Act, 
they are greater than any Emperor under the Sun. 


Rice. Done: You are a Juſtice of Peace, and v0! 
arc 
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ire a King, and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, 
ant I? 

Co. Ay, but II be no King, 

Kite, Whot chen? 

Coft. III a Queen. 

Fite. A Queen! 

Coſt. Av. Queen of England, that's greater than 
u irg 05 em . 

Nite. bia7uay fad, faith; Huzza for the Queen. 
(11424!) But heark'e, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you, 
Air, Queen, did you never ſce the Queen's Picture? 

Poth. No, no, no. 

Kite, I wonder at that; T have two of 'em ſet in 
Cold. and as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. 
See here, they are ſet in Gold, (Takes two Broad- 

Vieces out of his Pocket, gives one to each, 

Too. The wonderful Works of Nature! 

| [Locking at it. 

C. What's this written about? Here's a Poſy, L 
belle ye, Ca- ro- lu⸗ What's that, Ser jeant? 

Rite. O! Carolus Why, Carolus, is Latin 
4. tor Queen Aune; that's all. 

Co. Tis a ſine thing to be a Scollard— Ser- 
jeant, will you part with this? Il buy it o you, it it 
come vrithin the Compaſs of a Crown. 

Nite. A Crown! never talk of buying; tis the 
ine thing among Friends, you know: Tit preſent 
80 tem to ye both: you ſhall give me as oõd a thing. 


3 but 'em up, and remember your old F. iend, when 1 
* Oer che Hills, and tar AW IV. 


[They {.i.7, and put up the Money. 


Enter Phire [nging. 
Plume. Over the Hills, and oer the Main, 
To Flanders, Por tugal, or Spain: 
The Dreen commaiuls, and we'll 00ey, 
Over the Hills, and far away. 
Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, I'll make 
dae among ye: Who are thele hearty Lads? 


Kite. 
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Rite. Off with your Hats; *Ounds off with vo: 
Hats: This is the Captain, the Captain. 

Tho. We have ſeen Captains afore now, Mun. 

Coſt. Ay, and Licatenant Captains too; $'fleſh; II 
Keep on my Nab. 

Tho, And Ie tcarcely d'off mine for any Captain in 
Eugland: My Vether's a Frecholder. 

Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant ? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that ate 
viiling to ferve.the Queen: I have entertain'd em juſt 
now, as Volunteers, under your Honour's Command, 

Plume. And good Entertainment they ſhall have: 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men ft: 
to make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. 

Tho. Wounds, Tummas, what's this! are you iſted? 

Cot. Fleſn! not 1: Are you, Coftar ? 

Tho Wounds, not J. 

Kite. What! not liſted! ha, ha, haz a very good 
Jeſt, faith, 

Coft. Come, Timmas, wen go home, 

Tho. Ay, ay, come. 

Rire. Home! for ſhame, Gentle men, behave your 
ſelves better before your Captain: Dear Tammas, lio- 
neſt Coſtar. 

The. No, no, we'll be gone. 

Kite. Nay, then, I command you to ſtay: I place 
you both Centinels in this place, for two Hours, to 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; and you 
the Motion of St. Chad's: And he that dares ftir from 
his Poſt, till he be relicv'd, ſha!l have my Sword in his 
Guts the next Minute. 

Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant ? I'm afraid you 
are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 

Kite. I'm too mild, Sir! They diſobey Command, 
Sir, and one of em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 
the other. 

Cojt. Shot, Tummas ? 

Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the matter ? 


Tt. 
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Tho. We don't know! the noble Serjeant is pleas d 

to be in a Paſſion, Sir, but 
Kite. They diſobey Command, they deny their be- 
ins lifted. 

Tho. Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny 
it neither; that we dare not do, for fear of bein 
| ſhot: But we humbly conceive, in a civil way, an 
begging your Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go 
home, 

Plume. That's eaſily known; have either of you re- 
ceiv d any of the Queen's Money? 

Coſt. Not a Braſs Farthing, Sir. 

Nite. Sir, they have cach of them receiv'd three 
and twenty Shillings and ſix Pence, and tis now in their 
| Pockets. 

Coft. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my Pocket but 
a dent Six-pence, I'll be content to be liſted, and ſhort in- 
ohe Bargain. 

Tho. And I; look ye here, Sir. 
Coſt. Nothing but the Queen's Picture, that the Ser- 
cant gave me juſt now. 
r Kite, See there, a Broad-piece, three and twenty 
- Wi'lings and Six-pence; t'other has the Fellow on't, 
Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are 
tound upon you: Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth Three 


ce ad Twenty and Six-pence cach. 
to Coſt. So it ſeems, that Carolus is Three and Twenty 
09 Wen! Six-pence in Latin. 
m 10. 'Tis the fame thing in Greek, for we are lit- 
11s ed. | 

Coſt. Fleſh! but we a'n't Tummas : I deſire to be carry'd 
Ou tore the Mayor, Captain. 


[Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while. 


d, ume. Twill never do. Kit. our damn'd 
to dez will ruin me at laſt I won't loſe the 
ones tho”, it I can help it Weil, Gentlemen, 


are muſt be ſome Trick in this; my Serjrant offers to 
Alis Oath that you are fairly liſted. 
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Tho. Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers hu 
more Liberty of Conſcience than other Folks; but fy 
me, or Neighbour Coſtar here, to take ſuch an Oath, 
'twou's ve down glut Perjuration . 

Plume. Look'e, Raical, you Villain, if I find the 
you have impos d upon theſe two honeſt Felonz 
Tiltrample you to Dea h, you Dog—————Come, hoy 
was't? 

Tho. Nay then, well ſpeak; your Serjeant, as you 
fay, is a Rogue, an't like your Wo: ſlüp, begginz you 
Wo: ſhip's Pardon-—and 

Coſt. Nay Tummas, let me ſpeak; you know | 
can read An! {o, Sir, he gave us thoſe two 
Pieces of Money for Pictures of he Queen, by ward 
a Preſent. | 

Plume. How! by way of a Preſent! The Son of 1 
Whore! I reach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like you 
Scoundrel, Rogue, Villain! 

(Beats off the Serjeant, aud follow: 

Both. O brave noble Captain! Huzza! a brave Cy. 
tain, faith. 

Coſt. Now Tummas, Carolus is Latin for a Beating: 
This is the braveſt Captain I ever ſaw Wounci 
J havea Month's Mind to go with him. 


Euter Plume. 


Plume. A Dag, to abuſe two ſuck honeſt Fellows 2 
you — Look'e Gentiemen, I love a pretty Fes 
low, I come among you as an Officer to lift Soſdias 
not as a Kidnapper, to ſta! Slaves. 

Coſt. Mind that, Tummas. 

Piume. I dere no Man to go with me, but 31 
went my ſelf: I went a Volunteer, as you, or you. mi} 
do; tor a little time carry'da Musket, and now I com- 
mand a Company, 

i790. Mind that, Coſtar: A ſweet Gentleman. | 

Tlume. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Av 
vantage of you; the Queen's Money was in you 
Pockets, my Serjeant Was ready to take his Oath 30. 

Vice 
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were liſted 3 but Iſcorn to do a baſe thing, you are both 
of you at your Liberty. 
Co. Thank you, noble Captain I cod, I can't 
fad in' my Heart to leave him, he talks ſo finely. 
| Tho. Ay, Coſtar, wou'd he always hold in this Mind. 
Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more III tell you: 
| You're both young tight Fellows, and the Army is the 
pace to make you Men for ever: Every Man has his Lot, 
and you have yours: What think you now of a Purſe 
of French Gold out of a Monſicur's Pocket, after you 
| have _ out his Brains with the But-End of your Fire- 
lock? ch! 


L Coſt. Wauns! I'll have it. Captain give me 2 

bang, IIl follow you to the end of the World. 

1 Tho. Nay, dear Coſtar, do'na; be advis'd. 

1 Plume. Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas for 

bee. as Earneſt of what Ii! do farther for thee, 

oy Tao. Do'na take it, do'na, dear Coſtar. 

= [Cries and pulls back his Arm. 

Cn Coſt. I wull I wull Waunds, my Mind 

r {Wes me that I ſhall be a Captain my ſelf I take 

„our Money, Sir, and now Iam a Gentleman. 

nl lame. Give me thy Hand, and now you and I 

dana ill travel the World o'er, and command it where- 
erer we tread Bring your Friend with you it 
you can. Aste. 

Cas. Well, Tammas, muſt we part? 


5 .o. No, Ceſtar, J canno leave thee- — Come, 
les (ptzin, ImMcen go along too; and if you have iwo 
Miter ſimpler Lads in your Company, than we two 
e been, I'll ſay no more. 
ne. Here, my Lad, [Gi 


des him Money.) Now 
bar Name? 


* f . Tum mas Appletree. 
une. And yours ? 
C. Coftar Pear main! 
an A ene. Vell {aid Coſtar! Born wers? 
1 00 190, both in Hereford/nire. : 
* ines. Very well; COUrage, my Lu — Now 
„unf, Over the Huis and jar av 


Courage, 


- p * 


neee 


5 999323 
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Courage, Boys, tis One to Ten. 
But we return all Gentlemen ; 
While Conquering Colours we Diſplay 
Over the Hills and far away. 
Rite, take care of em. 


Enter Kite. 


Rite. An't you a Couple of pretty Fellows now ! Het 
you have comp!lain'd to the Captain, Iam to be turn'd ox, 
and one of you will be Serjeant. But in the mean Tune 
march you Sons of Whores. [Beats em cf 


De End of the ſecond ACT. 
CIA ETA, 
6TH 
SCENE, The Market-Place. 


Enter Plume and Worthy. 


br. JCannor forbear admiring the Equality of our tus 

1 Fortunes: We low d two Ladies, they met us hat 
way, and juſt as we were upon the point of leaping into 
their Arms, Fortune drops into their Laps, Pride 
poſſeſſes their Hearts, a Maggot fils their Heads, Madnel 
takes em by the Tails; they ſhort, Kick up their Heels 
and away they run. 

Plume, And leave us here to mourn upon the Shore 
A couple of poor mclancholy Monſter 
What ſtall we do? 

Hor. I have a trick for mine; the Letter, you know, 
and the Fortune- teller. 

Plume. And I have a trick for mine. 

Nor. What is't:? 

Fiume. II never think of her again. 

Wor. No! 

Plume. No; I think my {lf above adminift;ing ' 
the Pride of any Woman, were ſhe worth Tuv-: 
thouſand a Year; and 1 ha'n't the Vanity to belicre 
] ſhall ever gain a Lady worth Twelve hundre 


U 


T l 


(WO 
hat 
mo 
Pride 
dnels 
lee's, 


Shore 


— — 


Do, 


Fortune, I detpilc 
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The generous 200d-natur's , in her Smock, I 
Amire; but the haughty, ſcorntul Sylvia, with her 
Vat ſneak out of Town, 
and not fo much as a Word, 4 Line, a Complement, 


death! how far off does ſhe live? Til go and 
break her Windows. 


Hor. Ha, ha, ha! ay, and the Window-Bars too, to 
come at her Come, come, Friend, no more of 
your rough military Airs. 


Enter Kite. 

Kite, Captain, Captain Sir. k yonder ſhe's a coming 
this way: tis the preteſt, clean”? little Tic! 

Plume. Now u orthy to ſlew yo. much I am 
n loye; here ſhe comes: But Ne, „hat is that 
great Country-Fellow with her? 

Kite. I can't tell, Sir. 


iter Roſe, follow'd by ber Brother Bullock, with Chickens 
on her Armin à Basket, 


Roſe. Buy Chickens, young and tender Chickens, 
oung and tender Chickens. 
Plume. Here, you Chickens! 
Ree. Who calls? | 
Hume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 
Roſe. Will you pleaſe ro buy, Sir ? 
er. Yes Child, we'll both buy. 
Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair, market for vous 
„Come, Child, 1“ buy all you have. 
Kee. Then all I ſhave is at your Service. [Cour tes. 
Her. Then I muſt ſhitr for my ſelf, I find. [ Exit. 
Hume. Let me ſee; young and tender, you fay. 
[Chucks her under the Chin. 
Ree. As ever you taſted inyour Lite, Sir. 
lugt. Come, I muſt examine your Basket to the 
oom, my Dear. | 
e. Nay, for that matter, put in your Hand; feel, Sir; 
rant my Ware as good as any in he Market: 
ume, And L' buy it all, Child, were it ten times more. 
8, Sir, I can iturniſh you. 
VOL, II. K Tuns e. 
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Plume. Come then, we won't quarrel about tlie Price, 
they're fine Birds Pray what's your Name, pre::; 
Creature? ; 

Roſe. Roſe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within thre 
ſort Mile o' the Town; we keep this Marker; I. 
Chickens, Eggs, and Butter, and my Brother By{!:; 
there ſells Corn. 

Bullock, Come, Siſter, haſte, we ſhall be late 


hoame. 


[Whiſtles about the Stat 

Plume. Kite! ¶ Tips him the Wink, he returns it.“ 
Pretty Mrs. Roſe you have let me ſee 
how many ? | 

Roſe. A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth 2 
Crown. 

Bull. Come, Ruoſe, I fold fifty Strake of Barley 
to-day in halt this time; but you will higgle an. 
higgle for a Penny, more than the Commodity 1: 
worth. 

Roſe. What's that to you, Oat! I can make + 
much out of a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, 
I'm ſure -The Gentleman bids fair, and when | 
meet with a Chapman, I know how to make the be! 
of him——And ſo, Sir, I fay, for a Crown Piece tis 
Bargain's yours. 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 

fe. I can't change your Money, Sir. 

Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can——my Lodg- 
ins is hard by, Chicken, and we'll make chang 
there. Goes off. foe follows hin 

Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, 1 have ſcen one9 
thele Huſſurs eat up a Ravelin for his Breakfaſt, an 
atterweads pick'd his Teeth witha Paliſado. 

Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange things; b 
pray. Sir, what is a Rabelin? 

Rite. Why, 'tis like a modern mind Pye, but !! 
Cruſt is coatounded hard, and the Plumbs are fomewl, 
hard of Digeſtion. 

Bull. Then your Pallifado, pray what may he © 
Come, Roſe, pray ha' done. | 


— — *# * 
* ol * 
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: Kite. Your Pallifado is a pretty fort of Bodkin, about 
de Thickneis ot my Leg. 
* Bull. Tnat's a Fig, 1 believe. [ Aj:de.] Eh! where's 


ee ee! Ruoſe! Ruoſe! s'tieſn w. dero Ruoſe Sone? 
* & Kite. Sire? 5 Zone WIL the Capra n. 
00 Pall. The Captain! Wauns, there's no preſſing of 
women, lure. 
late 


bete. But there is, ſure. 
5 Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rioſe, I ſhow'd be 


by Daus hich way wen: ſhe? O! the Devil 
i take your Raviins and Pall au cs. Exit, 
Kite. Youu. ſhall be beer TIT with them, 
1 koncit Bullock, or I ſhu mit of tny Aim, 
an Enter Worthy. * 
ler - . pH \* "yt . 
„„ or. Why thou at the moſtuſerul Fellow in Nature 
r vou Captain; admiranc in your way. as 
i. 4 


Rite. Yes, Sir, I underitand my Byline, Il! ſay it 
ke 2 Hor. How came you % qual'ry d? 
3 Kite. You muſt know, Su, I was born 2 Gipſy. and bred 


Liar among nar Crew till I was ten Years did there I learn'd 
he b Cinting and Lying; 1 was bouglit from my Mor! her, 
*ce de leopatra, by a certain Nobieman for thice P'iſtolcs, 


Wo ung my Beauty, made me his Page; there I 
enn Inipadence and Pimping. I was turn'd off 
ery ing my Lord's Linnen, and drinking my 
Lodz Ld;'s alia. and turn'd Paiitis Follovrer; there I 
change Bal lying and Sweating. 1 at laſt got into the 
Wes r. \rmy, and chere 1 learn'd W horing and Drinking 


n one off that if your Worſläp pleaſes to caſt up the whole Sum, 


taſt, an Cant ing, Lying, lmpudence, Pimping, Bullying, 
rearing, W ho: ing, Drinking, and a Hal bert, you will 

les; b b m Total amount to a Recruiting Serjeant. 

» 


er. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier? 
bur tl Vite. Hunger and Ambition: the Feas of Starving, 
ewldqee* Hopes ot a Truncheon, led mc along to a Gra- 
eman, with a fair Tongue; and tair - Perriwig, vy ho 
ne balk en me with Promiles; but gad it was the lighteſt 
21 that ever I felt in my Life He promis d to 


q Garret in 


„e me, and indeed he did ſo 
K 2 


the 


* = 
2 2 k4 
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the Savoy. I asked him why he put me in Priſon; ke 
call'd me lying Dog, and ſaid I was in Garriton; and 
indeed, tis a Garriſon that may hold out till D&o:n;- 
day before I ſnou d deſire to take it again. But here comes 
Juſtice Ballance. 


Enter Ballance and Bullock. 


Ball. Here, you Scrjeant, where's your Captain! 
Here's a poor foo'.ſh Fellow comes clamouring tc 
me with a Compliint, that your Captain has presse 
his Siſter; do you know any thing of this matter, 
Worthy? 

Hor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gone with Pl 
to his Lodging, to fell him ſome Chickens. 

Ball. Is chat all? the Fellow'sa Fool. 

Bull. I know that, an'tlike your Worſhip; but if your 
Vorſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring her beto:? 
your Worſhip, for tear of the worlt. 

Ball. Thowrr mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. 

dige. J hope ſo too. [All. 

H or. Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than to bee, 
that the Captain can liſt Women. 

Bull. I know not whether they liſt them, or wir: 
they do with them, but I am iure, they carry as man: 
Women as Jen with them out of the Country. 

B.. Bur how came you not to go along with vour 
Siſter? 

Bull. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her gol; 
than I do of the Day I mall die; but this Gentleman here 
not ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I believe \ 08 
tought no harm, Friend, did you? 

Kite, Lackaday, Sir, nor 1 only that, I believe 
ſhall marry her to-morrow. | do 

Ball. I begin to tme!l: Powder. Well, Friend, be.: 
what did that Gentleman viith vou | 

Bull, Why. Sir, he emertaiud me with a fine Story o- 
a great Sea-Figh! between the iHugariaics, I think! 
was, and the 71d-1;i/72. | 

Rite. \nd o. Sir, while we were in the Heat of Barte 
— the Captain carry'd off che Baggage. 


| 


Ba. 


to 
and 


1 * 
a Lig® 


wW.C*; then he's a Ce/ar among 
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Ball. Serjeant, go along vrith this Fellow ro your Cap- 
rain, give him my humble Service, and deſire him to 
diſcharge the Wench, tho' he has liſted her. 

Bull. Ay, and if he ben't free tor that, he ſhall have 
another Man in her place. 

Xe. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my Quar- 
ters inſtead of the Captain's. ¶Aſide 

[Exeunt Kite and Bullo k 

Tall. We muſt get this mad Captain his Complemer:t 
of Men, and ſend him packing, elſe he'll over-run the 
Countrey. 

Hor. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 
er's Diſdain. | 

Fall. Ilike him the better; I was juſt ſuch another Fel- 
v7 at his Age: 1 never ſet my Heart upon any Woman 
o much as to make my {elf uneaſy at the Diſappoint- 


ment; but what was very ſurprizing both to my ſelt 


! 


and Friends, I chang'd o'rh' ſudden, from the molt rok 
over, to the moſt conſtant Husband in the World. But 
how goes your Aﬀair with Melinda? 

Hir. Very flovily. Cupid had formerly Wings, but 
think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches; or 1 fancy 
tus had been dallying with her Cripple Vizican when 
% Amour commenc'd, which has made it goon to 
zmely; my Miſtreſs has got a Captain too, but iuch a 
(:ptzin! AsTlive, yonder he comes. 

Ball. Who? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh! I don't 
Know him. | 

er. But I engage he knows you, and every Body 
t tuſt light; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were 
not his Ignorance proportionable; he has the moſt 
un:verial Acquaimtance of any Man living, tor he 
won! be alone, and no Body will keep him company 
the Women, Vent, 
. ict, that's all. It he has but talk'd with the 
M. ears he has lain witch the Miſtreſs; but the 
molt r g.iz ing part of his Chiaracter is his Memecry, 


Which is ue moſt prod. gi as, and the moſt trifling in 


de World. 
— FF 
K 3 Bae. 
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Ball. J have met with ſuch Men, an? I take thy 


geod for-noch ing Memory to procced f. om 2 Ceri a 
eontextu:e of the Brain, Which is purely 3 tt 0 
Impertinencies and the1e they lodge cure, he Ou. ˖ 
ner hav ng no Tnough s of his own tc diſtars them. ] 


nave known a Maa as perfect as a Chrondloger, 1 
to che Day and Year of moſt imporrant Tran action: 


but de abogether ignorant in the Cauſes, or Conte. u 
quences ut 5'y one thing of moment; I have Know: 
another accu i much by Travel, as to tei you the tl 
Namesof mot places S it Euros „with their diſiances dt «© 
I. les, Leagues o Hours, as punftually as a Poſt-Bor:; d: 


1 7 * 
zur or any thing C:iC, as ignorant as the Hor ſe thi: 
carries the Mail. 


r 


Fer. Ds is your Mn, 8. aud bur che Traveller; 


Privilege of Lyins and even that he abuſes; this is the {c 
P. ctare, ehold che Lite. | 
Enter Brazen, boy 
Era z. Mr. who's I am your Servant, and fo fort i 2 
—ilxKe, my ar, ha 
or. Whüper! ng. Sir, before Company is not Nu. in 
ners, 2 and V lc nrryu {30 7 5 by, us toolifli, | 0.d 
Bra x. Compan;! Mort de ma vie! 1 beg the Gene. 
man's Pardon; wno is le? bec 
Nor. Ask hin. 2 
Bra x. So Iwill. My Dear, Iam your Servant, ande 27s 
ry VOUT Name, my Dear? on 
Ball. Vein y Ls contech, Sir. a t 


. La coul! A very good Name truly ; I hae by: 


known {evera of the Laronicks abroad: poor Pack = B01 
conic! He wa, kiud at the Barrel of Landen. I . 4 
member tha: ic had a blue Ribbon in his Hat chat very as 
Day, 2nd at: c he tell. we round a piece of Neat's Tong: give 
in hi; Pocket. 14 
Bail. Pr. „ Sir, did the French attack us, or we then Nin 
at Law: | the! 
Bra. The Freizzw attack us! Oons, Sir, ale you: | be. 
aco.iie? 80 it 


Rz{/, Why that Queſtion? 


*7 
Bra: 


it 
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Fra x. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that 
the French durſt attack us No, Sir, we attack'd 
them on the l have reaſon to remember the time, 
tor I had two and twenty Horſes kill d under me that 
Day. 

Hor. Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty hard. 

Ball. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, you rid 
upon half a dozen Horſes at once. 

Braz What do you mean, Gentlemen? I tell you 
they were kill'd, al torn to pieces by Cannon- Shot, 
except ſix I ſtak'dto Death upon the Enemies Chevaux 
de Friſe. 

Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave yeur Name? 

Brax. Brazen, at your Service. 

Bull. Oh, Brazen, a very good Name; I have known 
{everal of the Brazens abroad. 

Her. Do you know one Captain Plume, Sir? 

Braz. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in 
Northamptonſhire ? Honeſt Frank! many, man; 
2 Gary Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt ; you mult 
have known his Brother Charles that was concerns 


in the India Company, he marry'd the Daughter ot 
old Tongue-Pad, the Maſter in Chancery, a very pret- 
ty Woman, only ſquinted a little; ſhe dy'd in Child- 


bed of her firſt Child; but the Child ſurviv'd, 'twas 
2 Daughter, but whether 'twas call'd Margaret or 
Margery, upon my Soul, I can't remember, | Looking 
on his Watch.) But, Gentlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, 
a twenty thouſand Pounder preſently, upon the Walk 


by the Water ———Hforthy, your Servant, Laconick 
ours. [ Exit. 


Ball. If you can have ſo mean an Opinion of Melinda. 
45 to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe ought to 
give you cauſe to be ſo. 

Mor. I don't thin k ſhe encourages him ſo much for 
ning herielf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival; were 
there any Credit to be given to his Words, I ſhould 
de.icve Melinda had made him this Aſfignation, I muſt 


so ſee; Sir, you'll pardon me. [ Exit 


K 4 
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Ball. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Buſineſ . 
hat have we got here? 


Euter Roſe ſinging. 

Roſe. and I ſhail be a Lady, a Coptain's Lady, an: 
ride tingle upon a white ji. ie with 2 Star, upon: 
Velvet Side-ſaddle; and ! ſhall go to London, and it: 
the Tombs, and the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, 1 
pleaſe your Worſhip, I have often ſeen your Wor: 
ſtip ride through our Grounds a hunting, b gging vour 
Worſhip's Pardon Pray whar may this Lace be 
worth a Yard? [ Shewing ſome Lace, 

Ball. Right Mechlin, by this Light! Where did you 
get this Lace, Child? 

Roſe, No matter for that, Sir, I came honeſtly ty 


4 + 


Ball. I queſtion it much. [Zu. 


Roſe. And iee here. Si: „ ßne Turkey-ſhell Snuff 
box, and fine Mang ere, ive here, [Takes Snuff affe 
Heauly.] The Captain lea. n'd me how to take it with 
22 Air. 

Ball. Oho! the Captain! Now the Murther's out, «nd 
ſo the Captain taught you to take it with an Air. 

Roſe. Yes, and give it with an Air too Will your 
Worſſup pleaſe to taſte my Snuff? 

[Offers the Box affected) 

Ball. You are a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid. And 
Pray, what did you give the Captain for theſe fine 


things? 

Roſe. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and 
tvvo 4 dels thai J have in the Coun 
try, hey : l a co with the Captain: O he's the 


fineſt fl: £45 dne mimbleſt w. hal; wou'd you be- 
liz { zi be car: a me up Win him to his own 
C...1. 2.1, nazis ch Fam-mam-mill-yararaiity as it! 
had vn ine beſt Lady in : Land. 

Ball. Oh! he's a mg uuliar Gentleman, as can 


be. 


Ee 
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Enter Plume ſinging. 
Plume. But it is not ſo 
With thoſe that go, 
Thro' Froſt and Snow, 
Moſt apropo, 
22 My Maid with the Milking-pail. 
1 [Takes hold of Roſe. 


„how, the Juſtice! then I'm arraign'd, condemn'd, and 
e executed. 

e. Ball. O, my noble Captain! 

Lee. And my noble Captain too, Sir. 

Plume. Sdeath, Child, are you mad? Mr. Ba! 
luce, 1 am fo full of Buſineſs about my Recruits, that 
han't a Moment's time to I have juſt now three 
cr four People to 
Fall. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you 
:-W XZ. And fo muſt I too, Captain. 
Plume. Any other time, Sir 

Life, Si. 
na WY all. Pray, Sir 
Plame, Twenty thouſand things I wou'd | 
n nov, Sir, pray Devil take mel can- 
0——] maſt [ Breaks away. 
Ball. Nay, I'll follow you. [ Exit. 
Noſe. And I too. Exit. 


cannot for my 


SCE NE, The Wilks 6; the Severn Side. 


Enter Melinda, and. her Maid Lucy. 


nel. And, pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or Pen- 
uns, or Knots? or in what Shape was the A:mighry 
0.1 transform'd, that has brib'd you ſo much in his 
wour ? 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had from the. 
in, was only a ſmall piece of Flanders Edging for 
Ames. | 

%%. Ay. Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Prefent 
un Ockcers to their Women, as ſomething ele 15 
E. 5 rom 


46 Toe Reeruiing Ufer. 


from inen o chem, They every Nee brig 
4 5 : 
over a Cai lace o cheat the: Quezon of her Lu 
and her Subject eir Honeſty. 1 
Luc. They or, 1 558 ſort of prohibited Goo! : 
. * 
for another, Mad: * 
Mel. Has any cf 'er ven barrering with you, M. 1 
ö 


Pert, that you talk fo like a Trader? 
Luc. Madam, you talk as pceviſhly to me, as if th 


were my Fault; the Crime is none of mine, o 
pretcii to excuſe it: Tho! + Toud not ſee you thi © 

Wee. +: I help it? But as I was itying, Madamn— 
his Friend, Captain Plume, has ſo taken him up ches * 
two Days — 


Mel. Pſha! wou'd his Friend, the Captain, wer, 
ty'd upon his Back; I warrant, he has never teen 0-W, 
ber ſince that contounded Captain came to To . 
The Devil take al] Officers, I ſay——they do the N. 
tion more harm by debauching us at home, than the. 
do good by defending vs abroad: No ſooner a Capt.. 
comes to Town, but all the young Fellows flock abou, | 


him, and ye can't keep a Man to our ſelves. =" 

Luc. One wou'd imagine, Madam, by your Concen rg 
for Horihy's Abſence, that you ſhou'd uſe him better 
when he's with you. by | 


Mel. Who told you, pray. that I was concern d for: | 
his Ablence? I'm only vex'd that I've had nothing... 
taid to me theſe two Days: One may like the Lo 
and deſpiſe the Lover, I hope; as one may love te... 
Treaſon, and hate the Traytor. O! here comes a 
ther Captain, ard a Rogue the has the Confidence , 3, 
make leve to me; but, indeed, I don't wonder 4 "= 
that, when he has the Aſſurance to fancy himſclt! 
tins Gentlemen. 

1 It he ſtou d ſpeak o'th' Ail.gnation, I ſhou'd be 1 
rund. [4 . ip 

Enter Brozen. By 

Pra. Trute to the Touch. faith! [A4fde.] MMM... 
dam, I am your tumb.e Servant, and all that, M. 
dam? A fine River this fame Se verm. Do you beg 
Filing, Madan? 


Alek 
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Mel. 'Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement tor Lo— 
vers. 

Brax. III go buy Hooks and Lines preſ ent; 
| rou muſt know, Madan., thar I have ſcrv'd in Fa. 
ders againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Iur 
and in Tangier againſt the Moors, and I was never 1» 
much in Love before; and ſplit we, Madam, in a. 
the Campaigns I ever made, I have not teen ſo fine 
Woman as your Ladyſhip. 

Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw, I uc-cr 
had ſo fine a Complement: but you Soldiers arc the 
beſt-bred Men, that we muſt allow. 

Braz. Some of us, Madam But there are Brutes 
among us too, very ſad Brutes; for my own parc, 


x have always had the good luck to prove az: eeabiv—- - 
„lhre had very conſiderable Offers, Macam—-I m ant 
e marry'd a German Princeſs, worth fitty t:cutand 
WM Crowns a Year, but her Stove diſguſted me. Tae 
5 Daughter of a Tarkiſh Baſhaw fell in Love wi ki me 


too, when I was Priſoner among the Infidels; it o- 
fer d to rob her Father of his Treaſure, and make ner 
Licape with me: but I don't know how, my Tine 
s not come; Hanging and Marriage, you know, .-0 
br Deſtiny : Fate has reſerv'd me tor a Shropſhire Lady 
vorth twenty thouſand Pound Do you know 
ſuch Perſon, Madam? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb! [ Aſide.] To be ſure, a 
great many Ladies of that Fortune, wou'd be proud of 
x Name of Mrs. Bra gen. 

Zrax. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there a =- 
en ot very good Quality of the Name ol Braze... 


der 


ing 
ve, 


Euter Worthy. 

bs Mo! „O! dre you there, Gentleman? —-—— Come, 

4 Tin, we'll walk this way, give me your 1. 

braz, My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts arc at your 

1 VICC———-Mr. Hersh, your Servant my Dear. 
f Exit, lean, Meunda. 

. Death and Fire! this is not to be bo. n. 


uro. 
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Enter Plume. 


Plume. No more it is, faith. 

Wor. What? 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have bees 
doubly ſerving the Queen raiſing Men, and raifing 
the Excile——Recruiting and Elections are rare Friend; 
to the Exciſe. 

Wor. You a'n't drunk. 

Plume. No, no, whimſical only; I cou'd be might; 
fooliſh, and fancy my ſelf mighty witty. Reaſon ſtil 
keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, that's all. 

Mor. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. 

: Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the 
it. 

Hor. There's your Play then, recover me that Ve 
{el from that Tangerine. 

Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is ſhe mann'd? 

Hor. By Captain Brazen, that I told you of to- 
day; ſhe is calld the Melinda, a Firſt Rate, I can 
aflure you ; ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on pur- 
poſe to affront me: but according to your Advice | 
wou'd take no notice, becauſe 1 vrou'd ſeem to be 
above a Concern for her Behaviour; but have a car 
of a Quarrel. 

Plume. No, no, I never quarrel with any thing in 
my Cups but an Oyſter-Wench, or a Cook-Maid ; are 
if they ben't civil, I knock em down. But heark*, 
my Friend, I'll make Love, and I muſt make Lore 
I tell you what, I'll make Love like a Platoon. 

Wor. Platoon, how's that ? 

Plume. Il kneel, ſtoop, and ſtand, faith; moſt Ladies 
are gaig'd by Platooning. 

Nor. Here they come; I muſt leave you. [Exit 

lame. Soh! now mult I look as ſober, and as ee. 
wure, as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 


Enter Brazen and Melinda. 
Braz. Who's that, Madam? 
Adel. A Brother-Officer of yours, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 
; 57 
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Brat. Ay!—— My Dyar. "Tn Plume. 
Plume. My Dear. | Kune 14 ter. CC, 
Era», My dear Boy, ov is't? Your Name, my 
Dear? it Ie not miſtay. 1. i {4 Sen your Face. 
n Plume. | never ſaw yo n my Lit, Dear 


But there's a Face well knowa, as the Sun's, that ſhines. 
on all, and is by all ador'd. : 

Braz. Have you any Pretenſions, Sir? 

Plume. Pretenſions! 

Braz. That is, Sir, have you ever ſerv'd abroad? 

Plume, T have ſervd at home, Sir, for Ages ſery'd 
this cruel Fair — And that will ſerve the turn, Sir? 

Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall 
bring a fine Spot of Work upon my Hand. ] ſee 
worthy yonder I cou'd be content to be Friends 
with him, wou'd he come this way. [ 4/ide. 

Brax. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir? 

Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwithſtanding. 


Thou Peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian's Plains, 
Enuy'd by Nymphs, and worſhipp'd by the Swains._ 


Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 
Plume. Prithee be quiet I ſhall be out. 


Behold, how humbly does the Severn glide, 
To greet thee, Princeſs of the Severn ſide. 
\ 


Brax. Don't mind him, Madam Tf he were. 
not ſo well dreſs'd, I ſhou'd take him for a Poet. 


but II ſhew the Difference preſently Come, Ma- 
dam, we'll place you between us, and now the 
longeſt Sword carries her. [ Draws. 


Mel. [Shrieking.| 


Enter Worthy. 
Oh! Mr. Nortiy, fave me from theſe Madmen. 
[Exit with Worthy. 
lame. Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow, Sir? and 
At the bold Ravlſher. 


Brax 
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Braz. No, Sir, you are my Man. 

Plume. I don't like the Wages, and I won't be you; 
Man. 

Braz. Then you're not worth my Sword. 

Plume. No! Pray what did it coſt ? 

Brax. It coſt me twenty Piſtoles in France, and m. 
Enemies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. | 

Plume. Then they had a dear Bargain. 


Enter Sylvia in Man's Apparel l 


Sl. Save ye, fave ye, Gentlemen. 

Brax. My Dear! I'm yours. 

Plume. Do you know the Gentleman? 

Brax. No, but I will preſently 
my Dear? 

Syl. Wilful; Fack Wilful, at your Service. 

— What, the Kentiſh Wilfuls, or thoſe of Sta- 

rdſhire. | 

Sl. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the Wilful; in 
Europe, and I'm Head of the Family at preſent. 

Plume. Do you live in this Countrey, Sir ? 

Sy. Yes, Sir, 1 live where I ſtand; I have neither 
Home, Houſe, nor Habitation, beyond this Spot o- 
Ground. 

Braz. What are you, Sir ? 

Hl. A Rake. 

Plame. In the Army, I preſume. 

Sy. No, but I intend to liſt immediately——Looke* 
Gentlemen, he that bids the faireſt, has me. 

Brax. Sir, III prefer you, I'll make you a Corpora 
this Minure. 

Plume. Corporal! III make you my Companion, yo 
ſhall eat with me. 

Braz. You ſball drink with me. | 

Plume. You ſhall lie with me, you young oy 

{ Kiſſe;, 

Brax. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty 

Syl. Then you mult make me a Lield Officer. 


Your Name, 


Plunt. 
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Plume. Pho, pho, pho! I'll do more than all this; 
1!! make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for 
Serjeant. 

Braz. Can you read and write, Sir ? 

9. Yes. 

Braz. Then your Buſineſs is done T']] make 
you Cnapiam to the Regiment. | 
- $41. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at a loſs to 
chuie; there is one Plume, that I hear much commen- 
ded, in Town; pray, which of you is Captain Plume? 

Plume, I am Captain Plume. 

Braz. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 

Hl. Hey day! ö 

Plume. Captain Plume! I'm your Servant, my Dear, 

Brax. Captain Brazen! I am yoursmmthe Fellow 


dares not fight. [ Aſide, 


Enter Kite, 

Rite. Sir, if you pleaſe 

[Goes to whiſper Plume. 

Plume. No, no, there's your Captain. Captain Plume, 
your Serjeant has got jo drunk, he miſtakes me for 
you. 

Braz. He's an incorrigible Sot. Here, my Hec- 
tor of Holboyn, here's fort; Shilings for you. 

Plume. I forbid the Baues. Look'e, Friend, you 
hal liſt with Captain Brazen. 

9. J will ſee Captain Brazen hang d firſt; I will 
lt with Captain Tue, I am a Free-born Engliſhman, 
ind will be a ©. / my own way——Look'e, Sir, will 
you ſtand by me? [ To Brazen. 

Braz. 1 warrant you, my Lad. 

S. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, [To Plume] 
nat you are an ignorant, pretending, impudent Cox- 
domb. i 
Brax. Ay, ay, a ſad Pog. 

$!. A very fad Dog; give me the Money, noble 
Captain Plume. 

Plume. Then you won't lift with Captain Zracen! 

IJ. I won't, | 


Brax. 


: 
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Brax. Never mind him, Child, Il end the Diſpu, 
preſently Heark'e, my Dear. 

[Takes Plume to one Side of the Stage, and ey. 
tertains him in dumb Show, 

Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, 
am his Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. 

Syl. What! you are Serjeant Rite. 

Kite. At your Service. 

2 Then I would not take your Oath for 2 Far. 
ching. 

W, A very underſtanding Youth of his Age! Pray, 
Sir, let me look full in your Face? 

Syl. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face? 

Kite. The very Image of my Brother; two Bullet: 
of the ſame Caliver were never ſo like: Sure it muſt 
be Charles, Charles 

Syl. What d'ye mean by Charles ? 

Kite. The Voice too, only a little Variation in Efz 
ut flat: My dear Brother, for I muſt call you is; it 
you ſhould have the Fortune to enter into the moſt 
noble Society of the Sword, I beſpeak you for a Com- 
rade. | 
3 No, Sir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, if any 

ody's. 

Kire Ambition there again! Tis a noble Paſſion for 
a Soldier; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. Am- 
bition! I ſee a Commiſſion in 25 Face already: Pray; 


noble Captain, give me leave to ſalute you. 
[Offers to kiſs her. 


Syl. What, Men kiſs cne another. 

Kite. We Officers do: *tis our way; we live toge- 
ther like Man and Wite, always either kiſſing or figlu- 
ing: Bur I fee a Storm coming. | 


Syl. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your Captain 
by your knocking down the other. 

Rite. My Captain ſcorns Aftiftauce, Sir. 

Braz. How dare you contend for any thing, and 
not dare to draw your Sword? But you are a young 
Fellow, and have not been much abroad; . 1 excut 


that. 
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that: but prithee reſign the Man, p:i.nee do; you 
ire 3 very honeſt Fellow. 
llume. You lye; and you are a Son of a Whore. 
[ Draws and makes up to Brazen. 
Fraz. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for the 
Laly? [ ; Kotiring. 
Plume. I always do ————— But for a Man i: 1zhr 
Knee deep, ſo you lye again. [Plume a4 B en 
„% a Traverſe or two about the Stage; Sylvia draws, 
who is held by Kite, who ſounds to Arms with his 
„auth; rakes Sylvia in his Arms, and carries her of 
ye Stage. 
Brax. Hold, where's the Man? 
Plume. Gone. 
Fra z. Then what do we fight for? CPH u? Now 
ct's embrace, my Dear. 
Plume, With all my Heart, my Dea [Putting up.] 
! {uppole Rite has liſted him by this time. ¶Ebraces, 
Kite looks in and ſings. 
Braz.You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with a 
an before I make him my Friend; and if once I 
ad he will fight, I never quarrel with him afterwards. 
And now [I'll tell you a Secret, my dear Friend, 
that Lady we frighted out of the Walk juſt now, I 
wound in bed this Morning So beautiful, ſo in- 
ning I preſently lock d the Door But Il am 
2 Man of Honour But I belic» - 7 ſhall marry her 
nevertheleſs Her twenty thouſand ound, you . 4, 
wil be a pretty Conveniency— 1 had an Aſſign:..on 
with hei here, but your coming ſpoil'd my Sport. 
Cirſe you, my Dear, but don't do {0 agen 
I':me, No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſe at 
preſent, [ Exeant, 


The End of the Third ACT. 


— - 
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Ae IV. 1 
SCENE, The Walk continues. t 


Euter Roſe and Bullock meeting. 


Ro/e. Here have you been, you great Booby' WWF \ 
you are always out of the way in tt 
time or Pretirmeunt. x: 

Pull, Preterment! who ſhou'd prefer me? 

Rojo. 1 wou'd prefer you! who ſhou'd prefer a Van Wc: 
but a Wo.nan? Come, throw away that great Cub 
hold up your Head, cock your Hat, and look big. 

Bae. Ah Raucſe, Ritoſe, I fear ſome body will o 
biz !coner than Folk think of: This gentcel BreedingIW : 
never comes into the Countrey without a Train 0 
Followers. Here has been Cartwheel your Sweet 
heart, what will become of him? 

Reſe. Look'e, 'm a great Woman, and will pro re 
vide for my Relations: I rold the Captain hong 
lincly he play'd upon the Taber and Pipe, fo he haf. 
ſet him down for Drum-Ma'or. . 

Bull. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that PA 
for me? you know I have always lov'd to be a drum Wt"! 


ming, if it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. : 

Enter Sylvia. | 8 

Syl. Had I but a Commitſion in my Pocket, 
fancy my Breeches wou'd become me as well as a] 
ranting Fellow of em all; for I take a bold Step, 1 

rakiſh Toſs, a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air: P 


be the principal Ingredients in the Com poſition ot 
Captain What's here? Roſe! my Nurſe's Daug: 
ter! Il go and practiſe— Come, Child, KIs f 
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once, [ Riſſes Roſe] and her Brother too Well 
honeſt Pung fene, do you know the difference between 
5 1 Horſe an Carr. 2nd a Cart Horſe, eh? 

Bull. 1 preſume tuar your Worſhip is a Captain, by 
our Co ens and your Courage. 

l. Suppoſe I were, wou'd you be contented to liſt, 
Friend ? 

Reſe. No, no, tho' your Worſhip be a handſome Man, 
there Le others as e as you; my Brother is engag d 
to Captain Plume. 

Sl. Plume ! Do you know Captain Plume? 

Roſe. Yes, I do, and he knows me He took the 
Niobands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put em into my 
Shoes See there I can aſſure you that I can 
do any hing with the Captain. 

Bull. That is, in a modeſt way, Sir — Have a 
care what you ay, Ruoſe, don't ſhame your Paren- 
tige. 

1%, Nay, for that matter, I am not ſo ſimple as to 
ſ chat I can do any thing with the Captain, but what 
I may do with any body elſe. 

gl. So! And pray what do you cxpect from 
tes Captain, Child? 

Roe. I expect, Sir, expect But he order'd 
me o ted no body). But ſuppoſe that he ſhould pro- 
miſe to marry me? 

Hl. You ſhou'd have a care, my Dear, Men will pro- 
ile any thing before-Land. 

e. I know that, but he promis'd to marry me at- 
terwards. 

BJ. Wouns, Rroſe, what have you ſaid ? 

Se. Afterwards ? After what? 

We. After I had fold my Chickens. l hope 
deres no harm in that. 


Enter Plume. 


Flame. What, Mr. Eilful, fo cloſe with my Market 
V 01Man ! 


Syl. 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


:, 
: 
| 
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Sys. Tit try if he 0: her. (A de.) Cloſe, Sir, 2 
and cloſc: yet, Sir.—- - ome, my pretty Maid, jo; 
ar] T will withdraw a lc 

Plume. No, no, Friend, Ian't dene with her ve. 

Hl. Nor hive I begun with her, ſo I have as got 
Right as you ave. 

Plume. Thou art a Bloody impudent Fel.ow. 

Syl. Sir, I wou'd qualify myſelt to: the Service. 

Plume. Haſt thou really a mind tv tue Service? 

Syl. Yes, Sir: So let her go. 

Re/e. Pray, Gentlemen don't be ſo viobent. 

Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's o Choice. 
Wil. you belong to me, or to hat Gen! nan? 

Roſe. Lec me conſider, you': e both very handiome, 

Plume. Now the natural Inconſtuncy of her Sex be. 
guns to WOTK, 

Roſe. P. ay, Sir, what will you give me? 

Bull. Dunna be angry, Sir, that my Siſter ſhou'd be 
Me-cenera: y, for ſhe's but young. 

Hl. Give thee, Ch ld !——Il fer thee above Scand., 
you ſhail have a Coach with 1ix before and {1x behind, 
an Equipage to make Vice faſhionable, and pur Virtue 
out of Countenance. 

Plume. Pho, that's eaſily done; I'll do more for thee, 
Child I' buy you a Furbelge-Scarf, and give you 2 
Ticket to fee a Play. 

Bull. A Play! Wauns, Ruoſe, take the Ticket, aud 
let's ice the Show. | 

Syl. Look'e, Captain. if you won't reſign, III go Ut 
with Captain Bra xen this ML. 

Plume. Will you liſt with me if I give up m Titi! 

Syl. 1 will. 

Fiume. Take her: Til change a Woman for a Nan 2: 
any time. | 

Roſe. | have heard eite, indeed, that you Captain: 
us'd to ſell your 1. 

Bull. Pray. Captain, do not ſend Rwofe to the Heer 
Indies. | 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Weſt-Indies! No, no, my bo. 
neſt Lad, give me thy Hand; nor you, nor ſht, W. 


move 
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yore a ſtep farther than I do This Gentleman is 
me of us, and will be kind to you, Mrs. Roſe. 

Rehe. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the Cap- 
an wou'd ? 

„. I can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Circum- 
ſtuces are not ſo good as the Captain's; but T'll take 
(ire of you, upon my Word. 

Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take Care of her; ſhe ſhall 
hre lixe a Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be 
Var wou'd you be? 

Ball. O! Sir! If you had not promis'd the Place of 
D-.m-Major— 

Flume. Ay, that is promis'd — But what think 
Jou or Barrack-Maſter ? You are a Perſon of Under- 
Finding, and Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be.— But 
wizr's become of this ſame Cartwheel you told me of, 
my Dear ? 

„ee. We'll go fetch him.—— Come, Brother Bar- 
*Wr:ck-Mlatter We ſhall find you at home, noble 


00 


Co 


„ ooptain? Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 

e. Yes, yes; and now, Sir, here are your forty 
u. ings. 

ue 


$!, Captain Plume, 1 deſpiſe your liſting Money; 
I do ſerve, 'tis purely for Love——of that Wench, 
| mea For you muſt know, that among my 
0:her Sallies, I have ſpent the beſt part of my For- 
tine in ſearch of a Maid, and ceu'd never find one 
eto; ſo you may be aſſur d Id not fell my Free- 
a enter ea leſs Purchaſe than 1 did my Eſtate So 
wie 1 lift, I muſt be certify'd that this Gir! is a 
Virgin. 

Rwe. Mr. Wilful, T can't tell you how you can be 
elt ain that Point till you try; but upon my Ho- 
10:7 me may be a Veſtal for ought that 1 know to 
die Contrary = I gain'd her Heart indecd by ſome 
ki ng Preients and Promis, and knowing that the 
del Security for a Woman's Heart is her Prion, I wou'd 
die made myſelf Maſter of that too, had not the Jea- 
9% of my impertinent Landlady inter po: d. 
# $1, 
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9. So you only want an Opportunity for accon. 
Pliibing, your Deſigas upon her. 

Plume. Not ar. all, I have already gain'd my Enz 
which were only 11. drawing in one or two of En 
Followe:s. The Women, you know, are the Lon 
ſtones very where; gain the Wives, and you : 
Carcis a 5 th* Husvand: ; pleaſe the Miſtreſs and 50 
are valu'd by dt Gullanis ;z ſecure an Intereſt wit!, d 
fin it Women <.art, and you procure the * 
of the S8 214 2 .—8 0 N. ihe P OE Cor 1 
trey Wonches. and you ze jure of (iting he lutel 


Fele Some People may cal! ds Artitice, bu: | L 
te m it Srratagem, lince it is ſo main a pact of E= 
Service — Belics, the Fatigue of Recruiting is vil $: 


intClet ane, that unleſs vie cou'd make ourle}ves lome 
Pluie amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man wou d de 4d 
to bear it. my 
Sl. Well, Sir, I am iatisfy'd as to the Point in De-. 
lac; but nove let me beg you to lay aiide your Re 
cru u ing Ai.<, put on the Mar of lonour, and tel me 
plainly "wha: Us 8⁰ I muſt expect when I am under 
YOu" Corned. : 
Plume. You muſt know, in the firit place, then, 
thar I hate ta have Gentlemen in my Company 3 10 
they are always troubleſome and expentive, ſometimes 
dar! gerdus; anc 'tis a conſtant Maxim amongſt us, th 

thole who bra the leaſt, obey the beſt. Notwith 

ſtand ing all tis, J find ſomcething fo agrecavle 220! 

vou, that a e to court your Company ; and 
can't tell how ic is, but I ſhou'd be uncaſy to ice youl 2 
under the eee of any body elſe vor 
Uſage weil! chielly de 8 upon your Behaviour ; 0r.' we 
this You muſt EXPCe that if vou commit a im. re 
Vault, 1 will excuſe ir, if a grcat one, I ditch 8 mit 
vou ; tor ſomething tells me, I ſſial! not be able ou: 
punith you. "+ 1 
Sy. And ſomething tells me, that if you do dr, 
charge me, 'Lwill be the oreateit Puniſhment you casi 
infli:t; for were we this moment to go upon te 
gras Dangers in your Proteilion, they wou'd * 
dels 
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And 
And now you are 


{ terrible to me, than to ſtay behind you 
pow your Hand, this liſts me 
ny Captain. 
Plume. Your Friend. [ Kiſſes her.] death! There's 
bmerhing in this Feliow that chai ms me. 

91. One Favour I mult beg This Affair will 
ake ome noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that wou'd 
enſure my Conduct, if I threw my {elf into the Cir- 
umſtance of a private Centinel of my own Head 
ut therefore take care to be impreſt by the Act 
Parliament, you ſhall leave that ro me. 

Fine. What you pleaſe as to that Will 
dre at my Quarters in the mean time? You ſal 
are part ot my Bed. 

$1, O tye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd not 
you rather lie with a common Woman ? 

Plume. No, faith, I'm not tha: Rake that the World 
magines; J have got an Air of Freedom, which Peo- 
: miſtzke for Lewdnefs in me, as they mil ke For- 
r in others for Religion The Wocld is all a 
heat; only I take mine, which is undeſigud, to be 
wore exculable than theirs which is Hypo; itical. I 
ur: no body but my ſelf, and they abuſe ail Mankind 
Will you lie with me? 
Fl. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe; ſhe's to be 
1 delt elow, you know. 
me. I had torgot; pray be kind to her. 
[Excunt /everally, 


Enter Melinda and Lucy. 


Mel. Tis the greateſt Mistortune in Nature for a 
Nomen ro want 4 Confidant: We are ſo weak, chat 
we can do nothing without Atl: tance, and then a © 

crer rac Ks us worde than the Cholick Lam at this 
minute ſo fick of a Secret, that l'm ꝛcady to faint a- 
ö Help me, Laus 

Luc. Blels me, Madam! hat's the matter? 

Mel. Vapours only, I gin to recovei 


A- 


tor the Eaſe of  difcoveling my den. 
Luc. 


dia were in Town. I could hearrily forgive her Tauts 
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Luc, You're thoughitul, Madan; am not I worthy 
to know he Cauſe? | 

Mei. You are a Servant, and a Secret may make 
you ſaucy. 

Luc. Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without! 
Cauſe, Madam. 

Mel. Cauſe or not Cauſe, J muſt not loſe the Plex 
ſure of chiding when I pleaie ; Women muſt dilcharg 
their Vapou's jvinewhet 2, and before w get Husband; 
our Servants mull expect to bear With cu. 

Luc. Then Madam, you had better raiſe me to 2 
Degree above a Servan.: You know my Family, au 
that 5ool. wou'd ſet me upon the tout of a Gente. 
woman, and make me worthy the Confidence d 
any Lady in the Land; belides, Madam, twill ex. 
1 encourage me in the great Deſign I now hate 
in hand. 

Mel. I don't find that your Deſign can be of any 

at Advantage to you: "Twill pleaſe me, indeed 
in the Humour I have of being reveng'd on the Fod| 
for his Vanity of making Love to me, ſo I don't much 
care if I do promiſe you five hundred Pound uponmy 
Day of Marriage. 

Luc. This is the way, Madam, to make me diligent 
in the Vocation ofa Contidant, Which I think is gener 
to bring People together. 

Mel. O Lucy ! J can hold my Secret no longer: You 
muſt know, that hearing of the famous Fortune: tels 
in Town, I went diſguis d to ſatisfy a Curioſity, which 
has coſt me dear: That Fellow is certainly the Dev, 
or one of his Boſom-Favourites, he has told me tut 
molt ſurprizing things of my paſt Life? 

Luc. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon! 
ſurprizing, becauſe we know them already. Du i 
tell you any thing ſurprizing that was to come? | 

Mel. One thing very furprizing; he iaid 1 ſhoud 
die a Maid! | 

Luc. Die a Maid! Come into the World for ro- 
mg Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, ! 
might come to pals; tor the bare thought on't mig 


— 


»_- 
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| one in four and twenty Hours And did you 
& him any Queſtion about me? 

Mel. Lou! Why, I pais'd for you. 
Luc. So 'tis I that am to die a Maid But the 


evil was a Lyar from the beginning, he can't make 
ve diea Maid I have put it out of his Power al- 
ady. [ Aſide. 
Miel. I do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, 
nd cal'd my ſelf Lucy; but he preſently told me my 
ame, my Quality, my Fortune, and gave me the 
hole Hiſtory of my Lite He told me of a Lover 
had in this Country, and deſcrib'd Worthy exactly, 
1: in nothing ſo well as in his preſent Indifference. 
. I fled to him for Retuge here to-day, he 
erer ſo much as encourag'd me in my fright, but 
ody told me, that he was ſorry for the Accident, 
ecauſe it might give the Town cauſe to cenſure my 
onduct, excus'd his not waiting on me home, made 
e 2 careleſs Bow, and walk'd off: Sdeath! I cou'd 
are ſtabd him, or my ſelf, twas the ſame thing 
onder he comes II will ſo uſe him 
Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the For- 
ne-reler told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times go, 
5 not impollible for a Woman to die a Maid. 


Enter Worthy. 


Mel. No matter. |; 

lor. 1 find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ſtrike while the 
on is hot——You have a great deal of Courage 
ham, to venture into the Walks where you wer 

«y trighten'd. 

Mel. And you have a quantity of Impudence to appear 
ore me, that you have ſo lately affronted. 

ir. I had no deſign to affront you, nor appear be- 
re you either, Madam: I left you here, becauſe I had 
wneſs in another Place, and came hither thinking to 
cet another Per ſon. 

Mel. Since you find your ſelf diſappointed, I hope 
bud withdraw to another part of the Walk. 


Vo. II. L Hor - 
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Wor. The Walk is broad enough for us both [Tj 
walk by one another, he with his Hat cock'd, ſhe fretting 
and tearing her Fan.) Will you pleaſe to take Sui 
Madam? | He offers her his Box, ſhe ſtrikes it out of ki; 
Hand; while he is gathering it up, Brazen takes hey 
round the Waiſt, ſhe cuffs him. 


Enter Brazen. 


Braz. What, here before me, my Dear! ( 
Mel. What means this Inſolence ? n 
Luc. Are you mad? Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy ? 0 

[To Brazen, Nu 
Bra x. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind Worthy! odio! * 


well turn'd My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers WM B 
ends -Madam, I ask your Pardon, tis our way WM hi 
abroad Mr. Horthy, you are the happy Man. 

Wor. I don't envy your Happineis very much, it 
the Lady can aftord no other fort of Favours but what 
ſhe has beſtow'd upon you. 

Mel. I am ſorry the Favour 1 for it was 
delign'd for you, Mr. Worthy; and be aflur'd tis the lt 
and only Favour you mult expect at my Hands — We: 
Captain, I ask your Pardon Exit with Lucy. 

Brax I grant it You ſee Mr. Worthy, a5 
only a Random-ſhot, it might have taken off your 
Head as well as mine; Courage, my Dear, 'tis the 
Fortune of War; but the Enemy has thought fit to with 
draw, I think. 

Wor. Withdraw! Oons, Sir! what d'ye mean by 
withdravy ? 

Braz. Il ſhew you. 

Wor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Al. 
vice has ruin'd me: *Sdeath! why ſhou'd 1, tha: knew 
her haughry Spirit, be ruld by a Man that's a Strange 
ro her Pride ? : | 


Enter Plume. r i 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal: Don't frown rer 
fo, Man, ſſe's your own, I tell you: I faw the Fury * 
of her Love in the kxtremity of ker Paition: 1% | 
VWIildie. 
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Wildneſs of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe loves 
you to Madneſs. That Rogue Kite began the Battle 
with abundance of Conduct, and will bring you off 
victorious, my Life on't; he plays his part admirably, 
ſhe's to be with him again preſently, 

Hor. Bur what cou'd be the Meaning of Brazer's 
Familiarity with her ? 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
Conſequences from the Actions of Fools: There's no 
arguing by the Rule of Reaion upon a Science with- 
out Principles, and ſuch is their Conduct — Whim, 

\ W uniccountable Whim, hurries em on like a Man drunk 

1\W with Brandy before ten a-Clock in the Morning 

gut we loſe our Sport Kite has open'd above an 

hour ago, let's away. Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Chamber; a Table with Books 
and Globes. 


Kite diſguis d in a ſtrange Habit, ſitting at a Tablso, 


Xite. | Riſing.] By the Poſition of the Heavens, 

gund from my Obſervation upon theſe C-leſtial 
icy. WW viobes, I find that Luna was a Tyde-waiter, Sol a 
was WM Surveyor , Mercury a Thief, Venus 2 Whore, Saturn 
our en Alderman, Jupiter a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant 
the Wot Granadeers; and this is the Syſtem of Kite the” 
rich: Conjurer. ; 


by Enter Plume and Worthy. 


Plume. Well, what Succeſs? 
Rite. I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor 
I. Frey; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the 
newer a Major of Dragoon; — I am to manage 
germ ot Night - Have you icen the Lady, 
wr. ort hy? 
Tor. Ay, but it won't do — Have you ſhew'd 
* her Name, that I tore off from the bottom of the 


Ar A; » | 
„ 


pu Ve. No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. 
me. What Letter: 
te. LS Jer. 
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Wor. One that I wou'd not let you ſee, for fear thut 
you ſhou'd break Windows in good earneſt. Here, 
Captain, put it into your Pocket-Book, and have i: 
ready upon Occaſion. [Knocking at the Dow, 

Kite. Officers to your Poſts. Tycho mind the Door. 
{ Exexnt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Dor, 


Enter à Smith. 


Smith. Well, Maſter, are you the Cunning Man? 

Kite. I am the learned Copernicus. 

Smith, Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor Man, and! 
cant afford above a Shilling for my Fortune. 

Kite. Perhaps that is more than tis worth. 

Smith. Look'e, Doctor, let me have ſomething that's 
good for my Shilling, or I'll have my Money again, 

Kite, If there be Faith in the Stars, you ſhall hare 
your Shilling forty-told———Your Hand, Countreyman, 
you're by Trade a Smith. 

Smith. How the Devil ſhou'd you know that? 

Kite. Becauſe the Devil and you are Brother-Trade:- 
men You were born under Forceps. 

Smith. Forceps ! what's that? 

Kite. One of the Signs: There's Leo, Sagittarius, 
Forceps, Furnes, Dixmude, Namur, Bruſſels, Charli. 
roy, and ſo fort. Twelve of em Let me tee 
Did you ever make any Bombs or Cannon- Bullets! 

Smith. Not I. 

Kite. You either have or will — The Stars have 
. decreed, that you ſhall be——I muſt have more Money, 
- Sir Your Fortune's great. 

Smith. Faith, Doctor, I have no more. 

Kite. O Sir, Lil truſt you, and take it out of your 
Arrears. 

Smith. Arrears! what Arrears? 

Kite. The five hundred Pound that's owing to yu! 
from rhe Government, 

Smith, Owing me! 


* 
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Kitg. Owing you, Sir Let me ſee your t'other 
Hand,—lI beg your Pardon, it will be owing to you: 
And the Rogue of an Agent will demand Fifty per 
Cent. for a Fortnight's Advance. 

Smith. I'm in the Clouds, Doctor, all this while. 

Kite. Sir, I am above em, among the Star 
In two Years, three Months and two Hours, you will 
be made Captain of the Forges to the Grand Train of 
Artillery, and will have ten Shillings a Day, and two 
Srvants——"Tis the Decree of the Stars, and of the 
fd Stars, that are as immovable as your Anvil 
Strike, Sir, while the Iron is hot Fly, Sir, be 
one. 

, Syn it hh. What! what wou'd you have me do, Doctor? 
[ with the Stars wou'd put me in a way for this ting 
Pace. 

Kite, The Stars do-——lct me ſce ay, about 
an Hour hence walk careleſly into the Market- place, 
and you ſee a tall, flender Gentleman, buying a Penny- 
worth of Apples, with a Cane hanging upon his But: 
ton Tis Gentleman will ask you what's a Clock 
He's your Man, and the Maker of your For- 
tune Follow him, follow him And now go 
tome, and take leave of your Wife and Children; an 
Hour hence exactly is your time. 

Smith. A tall lender Gentleman, you ſay, with a 
4 Cine! Pray, what fort of a Head has the Cane? 

Kite, An Amber Head with a black Ribband. 


neu smith. And pray of what Employment is the Gen- 
tieman ? 

| Kite, Let me ſee, he's either a Collector of the Ex- 

Joie, or a Plenipotentiary, or a Captain of Granadeers 


| can't tell exactly which 
| ur Name i 
aß Smith. Thomas. 
Kite, He'll call you honeſt Tom. 
Smith, But how the Devil ſhou'd he know my 


ame? 


but he'll call you honeſt 


Nu. 
ein, Tom-tit, Tom Tell-Troth, Tom o Bedlam, and 
L 3 lom 


Kite. O there are ſeveral ſorts of Toms —— Ton of 


1 
2 
4 


1 | 
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Tom Fool be gone An Hour hence pre. 
ciſcly. [ Knocking at the Dos. 
Smith. You ſay, he'll ask me what's a Clock? 
Kite. Moſt certainly And you'll anſwer you 
don't know And be ſure you look at St. A; 
Dial; for the Sun won't ſhine, and if it ſhou'd, voy 
won't be able to tell the Figures. f 


Smith, I will, I will. Exit. 
Plume. Well done, Conjurer, go on and proſper. 
Behind. 


Enter à Butcher. 


Kite. What, my old Friend Pluck the Butcher 
} oger'd the ſurly Bull-dog five Guineas this Morning, 
and he refus'd it. [Aide 

But. So, Mr. Conjurer, here's Halt a Crown—— 
z now you muſt underſtand 

Kite. Hold, Friend, I know your Buſineſs bcfore- 
hind— | 
But. You're deviliſh cunning then, for I don't wel 
know it my ſelf. 

Rite. I know more than you, Friend ——— You 
have a fooliſh Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more 
than the Man in the Moon: I tell you, the Man in 
the Moon knows more than all the Men under the 
Sun: Don't the Moon ſee all the World? 

But. All the World ſee the Moon, I muſt confeſs. 

Kite. Then ſhe muſt fee all the World, that's certain 
ive me your Hand———You're by Trade, e. 
ther a Patcher or a Surgeon. 

But. True, I am a Butcher. 

Kite. And a surgeon you will be, the Employment: 
difter only in the Name. He that can cut up a 
Ox, may diſſect a Man; and the ſame Dexterity that 
cracks a Marrowbone, will cut -off a Leg or an Arm. 
But. What d'ye mean, Doctor, what d'ye mean ? 

Kite. Patience, Patience, Mr. Swurgeon-General ; tht 
Stars are great Bodies, and move {lowly. 

But. But what d'ye mean by Surgeon-General, Doc 
tor ? 11 
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Kite, Nay, Sir, if your Worſhip won't have Pati. 


| ence, I muſt beg the Favour ot your Worſhip's Ab. 


lence. 

But. My Worſhip! my Worſhip! but why my Wor- 
ſp? 

Kee, Nay then, I have done. 

But. Pray, Doctor 

Kite. Fire and Fury, Sir! {| Riſes in a Paſfon.] Do 
ron think the Stars will be hurry'd ? Do the Stars owe 
zou any Money, Sir, that you dare to dun their Lord-, 
ſhips at this Rate Sir, I'm Porter to the Stars, 
and 1 am order'd to let no Dun come near their 
Doors. 

But. Dear Doctor, I never had any dealing with the 
Sars, they don't owe me a Penny — But ſince you 
ve their Porter, pleaſe to accept of this Half- Crown 


do drink their Healths, and don't be angry. 


Kite. Let me ſee your Hand then once more 
Here has been Gold Five Guineas, my Friend, in 
this very Hand this Morning, 

But, Nay, then he is the Devi Pray, Doctor. 
were you born of a Woman? or, did you come into 
the World of your own Head? 

Rite. That's a Secret This Gold was offer'd 
you by a proper handiome Man, call'd Hawk, or Bux- 
card, or 

But. Kite you mean. 

kite, Ay, ay, Kite. 

But. As arrant a Rogue as ever carry'd a Halberd. 
The impudent Raſcal wou'd have decoy'd me for a 
Soldier. 

Kite. A Soldier! a Man of your Subſtance for a Sol- 
dier! Your Mother has a hundred Pound in hard Mo- 
ney, lying at this Minute in the Hands of a Mercer, 
not forty Yards from this Place, 

ary Oons! and fo ſhe has, but very few know ſo 
much, 

Kite: I know it, and that Rogue, what's his Name, 
Kite, knew it, and offer'd you five Guineas to liſt, be- 

L 4 | caulc 
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cauſe he knew your poor Mother wou'd give f 
Hundred for your Diſcharge. 

But. There's a Dog now 'sfleſh, Doctor, I. 
give you t'other Half-Crown, and tell me that thi: 
ſame Kite will be hang'd. | 

Kite. He's in as much danger as any Man in de 
County of Salop. 

But. There's your Fee but you have torgo 
the Surgeon-General all this while. an 

Rite. You put the Stars in a Paſſion. [ Looks on nt 
Books.) But now they are pacify'd agen ——— Let me 


fee, did you never cut off a Man's Leg? He 
But. No. ä 
Rite. Recollect, pray. | 
But. I ſay, no. | ta 


Kite. That's ſtrange, wonderful ſtrange ; but no- e 
thing is ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful Changes ha: Har 
I ſcen— The Second, or Third, ay, the Third Can. Wt 
paign that you make in Flanders, the Leg of a grea: MW! 
Officer will be ſhatter'd by a great Shot, you will be NN 
there accidentally, and with your Cleaver chop off tte Nee 
Limb at a Blow! In ſhort, the Operation will be per- 
torm'd with ſo much Dexterity, that with gener 
Applauſe you will be made Surgeon-General of the 
whole Army. 18 

But. Nay, for the matter of cutting off a Limb, Ii 
do't, I'll dot with any Surgeon in Europe; but I haveMl ' 
no Thoughts of making a Campaign. - 

Kite. You have no Thoughts! what's matter fot 
your Thoughts, the Stars have decreed it, and jou 
mult go. 

But. The Stars decree it! Oons, Sir, the juſtices | 
can't preis me. ip 
Kite. Nay, Friend, tis none of my Buſineſs, I hart 
done; ouly mind this, you'll know more an Hour 
half hence, that's all, fare wel. : A 

But. Hold, hold. Doctor. Surgeon-General! What 
is the Place worth, pray? : 

Kite. Five hundred Pounds a Year, beſides Guiness 8 
for Claps. « 


But. 
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But. Five hundred Pounds a Year l——An hour and 
4 halt hence, you fay. | 

Kite. Prithee, Friend, be quict, don't be trouble- 
ſome, here's ſuch a work to make a Booby Butcher 
accept of Five hundred Pound a Year— But if you 
muſt hear it I'II tell you in ſhort, you'll be ſtand- 
ing in your Stall an Hour and a half hence, and a Gen- 
teman will come by with a Snuff-box in his Hand, 
ind the tip of his Hand kerchief hanging out of his 
right Pocket; he'll ask you the Price of a Loin of Veal, 
and at the ſame time ſtroak your great Dog upon the 
Head, and call him Chopper. 

But. Mercy on us! Chopper is the Dog's Name. 

Kite. Look'e there What I fay is true 
things that are to come, muſt come to pals———Get 
jou home, {ell off your Stock, don't mind the whi- 
ning and the ſnivelling of your Mother and your Siſter 
Women always hinder Preferment make 
yhat Money you can, and follow that Gentleman, his 
Name begins with a P. — mind that— There will 
be the Barber's Daughter too, that you promis'd Mar- 
riage do ſhe will be pulling and halling you to 
pieces. 

bet. What! know Sally too? He's the Devil, and 
be mutt needs go that the Devil drives. ¶Going.] The 
p ot his Handkerchief out of his left Pocket. | 

kite. No, no, his right Pocket; if it be the left, tis 
one of the Man. 

bur. Well, well, Ill mind him. Exit. 

Name. The Right Pocket, you ſay. 

[Behind with his Pocket-Book. 

Nite. I hear the ruſſling ot Silks. [ Knocking.] Fly, 
„ tis Madam Melinda. | 


Enter Melinda and Lucy. 


Vite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. 
Mel. Don't trouble your ſelf, we ſha'n't ſtay, Doc- 


Nite. Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than you 
Date 
wing 


Ls Me? 
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Nel. For what? 

Kite. For a Husband For your part, Madan, 
you won't ſtay for a Husband. [To Lucy, 

Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Sta, 
or the Devil? | 
Kite. With both; when I have the Deſtinies of Yen 
in ſearch, I conſult the Stars; when the Affairs of Wy. 
men come under my Hands, I adviſe with my tothe 
Friend. 

Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my a. 
count ? 

Kite, Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Tube. 

Luc. Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's be 
gone. 

Kite. If you be afraid of him, why do you come to 
conſult him? 

Mel. Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir, that be- 
cauſe I am a Woman, I'm to be fool'd out of my 
Reaſon, or frighted out of my Senſes? Come, ſhes 
me this Devil. 

Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent; but when he |: 
done, he ſhall wait on you. 

Mel. What is he doing? 

Kite. Writing your Name in his Pocket-Book. 

Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, What have vou « 
he to do with my Name? 

Kite. Look'e, fair Lad y— the Devil is a ve" 
modeſt Perſon, he ſeeks no body, unleis they tc 
him firſt; he's chain'd up like a Maſtiff, and cau' {i 
unleſs he be let looſe——You come to me to ha! 
your Fortune told Do you think, Madam, t: 
I can anſwer you of my own Head? No, Madu 
the Affairs of Women are fo irregular, that nothi 
leſs than the Devil can give any account of em. Ne 
to convince you of your Incredulity, I'll ſhew you WF ;11;. 
Trial of my Skill Here, you Cacademo del Un 


lic 


ert your Power, draw me this Lady's Nan } 

the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and Characiq « , 

ot her own Hand- writing do it at three Mor108 o 

tis done No + þ; 
Mad: 
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Madam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Maid to fetch 
it? | 

Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 

Mel. My Name in my own Hand-writing ! that 
wou'd be convimcing indeed. 

Kite. Secing's believing. [Goes to the Table, lifts up 
the Carpet. | Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the 
Bone, Sirrah, There's your Name upon that ſquare 
piece ot Paper, behoid 

Mel. 'Tis wondertul, my very Letters to a tittle. 

Luc. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not 16 like 
rour Hand neither; and now I look nearer, tis not like 
your Hand at all. 

Kite. Here's a Chamber-maid now will out-lye the 
Devil! | 

Luc, Look'e, Madam, they ſha'n't impoſe upon us; 
People can't remember their Hands, no more than 
racy can their Faces Come, Madam, let us be 
certain, write your Name upon this Paper, then we'll 
compare em. 


[Takes out a Paper, and folds it. 

Kite. Any thing for your Satisfaction, Madam 
here's Pen and Ink. 

[Melinda writes, Lucy holds the Paper. 

Luc. Let me fee it, Madam: *tis the fame——the 
very ſame. But I'll ſecure one Copy tor my own 
Atratrs, [ A/cde. 

Mel. This is Demonitration. 

Kite, Tis 10, Madam The Word Demonſtration 
comes from Demon the Father of Lyes. 

Mel. Well, Doctor, I am convincd; and now, | 
pray, what Account can you give of my future For- [| 
tune ? | 

Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe round \l 
this earthly Globe, your Fortune will be fix d tor Hap- | 
pineſs or Miſery. | 

Mel. What! So near the Criſis of my Fate! 1 
Kite. Let me! ſce About the Hour ct ten to- 1 
morrow Morning you will be faluted by a Gentleman, | 
who will come to take his Leave of you, being de- [| 

lign'd | 


— —— — — - 
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ſign'd for Travel; his Intention of going abroad i; 
ſudden, and the Occaſion a Woman. Your Forty: 
and his are like the Bullet and the Barrel, one run: 
plump into the other In ſhort, if the Gentlemy 
travels, he will die abroad; and if he does, you will de 
before he come home. 

Mel. What ſort of Man is he? 

Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and à Lover; 
—— is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very prez 
Foot. 

Mel. How is that poſſibe, Doctor ? 

Rite. Becauſe, Madam becauſe it is ſo—— 
A a Reaſon is the beſt tor a Man's being 1 
Fool. 

Mel. Ten a-Clock, you fay? 

Rite. Ten about the Hour of Tea-drinkins 
throughout the Kingdom. 

Mel. Here, Doctor. { Gives Money. ] Lucy, have you 
any Queſtions to ask ? 

Luc. Oh, Madam! a thouſand. 

Kite. I muſt beg your Patience till another time; 
for I expe&t more Company this Minute; belides, | 
muſt diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 

Luc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt! 

Kite. Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 

Exeunt Melinda and Lucy 


Enter Worthy and Plume. 

Kite. Mr. Worthy, you were pleas'd to wiſh me [oj 
to-day, I hope to be able to return the Complement 
to-morrowy. 

Wor. Vii make it the beſt Complement to you that 
ever I made in my Life, if you do; but I mult be 4 


Traveller, you fay ? 
Kite. No farther than the Chops of the Channel, 


prelume, Sir. : 

Plume. That we have concerted already. [ Kinock- 
ang hard.) Hey day! You don't profeſs Midwiftf, 
Doctor? 


Kit? 


| 4 —_ 


| 
4 


cy 
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Nite. Away to your Ambuſcade. 
[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. 


Enter Brazen. 


Braz. Your Servant, Servant, my Dear. 

Kite, Stand off, I have my Familiar already. 

Braz. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear ? 

Kite, Yes, my Dear: but mine is a peaceable Spirit, 
and hates Gunpowder. Thus I fortify my ſelf; [Draws 
a Circle round him.] and now, Captain, have a care 
how you force my Lines. 

Brax. Lines! What doſt talk of Lines! You have 


| ſomething like a Fiſhing-rod there, indeed; but I come 


What's your 


to be acquainted with you, Man, 


| Name, my Dear? . 


Kite. Conundrum. 

Braz. Conundrum ! Rat me, I knew a famous Doc- 
jor in London of your Name—W here were you born ? 

Kite. I was born in Algebra. 

Braz. Algebra! Tis no Country in Chriſtendom, I'm 
— unleſs it be ſome Place in the Highlands in Scot- 
And. 

Kite, Right——1I told you I was bewitch'd. 

Braz. So am I, my Dear; I am going to be mar- 
1 d——1 have had two Letters from a Lady of For- 
tune that loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Cholick, Spleen, 
and Vapours —— ſhall I marry her in four-and-twenty 
Hours, ay, or no? 

Kite. Certainly. 

Braz. I ſhall! 

Kite, Certainly: Ay, or no. But I muſt have the 
Year and the Day of the Month when theſe Letters 
were dated. 

Brax. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of 
Love-Letters dated with the Year and Day of the 
Month? Do you think Billet-Deux are like Bank-Bills? 

Rite. They are not ſo good, my Dear—but if they 


bear no Date, I muſt examine the Contents. 


{ary Contents! That you ſhall, old Boy, here they 
5 Kite. 


LY — 3 . 
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Kite. Only the laſt youreceiv'd, if you pleale, [Tal 
e Letter.) Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conf; 
my Books for a Minute, I'll {end this Letter inc'o;' 
to you with the Determination of the Stars upon it g 
your Lodgings. 

Fra x. With all my Heart I muſt give him 
[ Puts his Hands in his Pockets. | Algebra! | fang, 
Doctor, tis hard to calculate the Place of your N- 
vity Here: {Gives him Money.) And if I füt. 
ceed, I'll build a Watch-Tower on the top of the highe? 
Mountain in Wales for the Study of Aſtrology, and th: 
Benefit of the Conundrums. [Exit 


Enter Plume and Worthy. 


Mor. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million 
let me ſee it; and now I have it, I'm afraid to oper 
it. 3 
Plume. Pho! let me ſee it; [Opening the Letter 
If ſhe be a ſilt Damn her, ſhe is one There; 
her Name at the bottom ont. 

Wor. How! Then I'll travel in good Earneſt 
By al! my Hopes, tis Lucy's Hand. 

Plume. Lucy's! 

Nor. Certainly 'tis no more like Melinda C 
racter than black is to White. 

Plume. Then "ris certainly Lzcy's Contrivance 106 
draw in Brazen tor a fiusband ut are you iure is 
not Meiinda's Rand? : 

Wor, You ſhail ice; where's the bit of Paper I gin: 
you juit now that the Devil writ Melinda upon. 
Kite. Here, Sir. 

Plume. Tis plain they're not the ſame; and is tis 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed ro the Lene, 
which made Mr. Baicazce {end his Daughter into Ut! 
Countrey ? 

Mor. The very ſame, the other Fragments I thei! 
you juſt now. 1 once intended it tor another Ule, bu! 
I think I have turn'd it now to «© better Advantage. 


Fart, 


3 
* 
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Plume. But 'twas barbarous to conceal this fo long, 
and to continue me ſo many Hours in the pernicious 


| Hereſy of believing that Angelick Creature cou'd change: 
Poor Sylvia / 


Hor. Rich Sylvia you mean, and poor Captain, ha, 


ha, ha, . Come, come, Friend, Melinda 15 
| true, and ſhall be mine; Sylvia is conſtant, and may 


be yours. i 
flume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes 
fake II recant my Opinion of her Sex. 


But for her 


By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, 
Light harmleſs Cenſure ſuch as yours and mine, 
Sallies of Wit, aud ha tours of our Wine. 

Others the Fuſtice of the Sex condemn, 
And wanting Merit to create Eſteem, 
Hou'd hide their own Defects by cens ring them. 
But they ſecure in their all conqu ring Charms, 
Laugh at the vain Efforts of falſe Alarms; 
He magiifies their Conqueſis who complains, 
For none wou d firuggle were they not in Chains. 
[ Exeunt, 


De End of the Fourth ACT. 
er n. 
SCENE, Juſtice Ballance's Houſe. 


Enter Ballance and Scale. 


Scale. F Say, 'tis not to be born, Mr. Ballance. 

[| Ball. Look'e, Mr. Scale, for my own * 
I ſhall be very tender in what regards the Officers of the 
Army; they expoſe their Lives to {o many Dangers for 
us abroad, that we may give them ſome Grains of A- 


lowance at home. | 
z Scale, 


—— 


2 
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Scale. Allowance! This poor Girl's Father is ny 
Tenant; and if I miſtake not, her Mother nurſt a Chi! 
for you—————— Shall they debauch our Daughters w 
our Faces? 

Ball. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that were it not ſo 
the Bravery of theſe Officers, we ſhould have Frent 
Dragoons among us, that wou'd leave us neither Li. 
berty, Property, Wives nor Daughters Com: 
Mr. Scale, the Gentlemen are vigorous and warm 
and may they continue ſo; the ſame Heat that fir 
them up to Love, ſpurs them on to Battle. You ne 
ver knew a great General in your Life, that did no 
love a Whore. This I only ſpeak in reference 1 
Caprain Plume for the other Spark I knoy 
nothing of. 

Scale. Nor can J hear of any body that does=———(), 
here they come. 


Enter Sylvia, Bullock, _ Priſoners; Conſtable an 
Mob. 


Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we took them 
in the very Act, re infecta, Sir The Gentleman. 
indeed, behav'd himſelf like a Gentleman; for hedrew 
his Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it down and 
faid nothing. 

Ball. Give the Gentleman his Sword again 
Wait you without, ¶ Exeunt Conſtable and Watch.) In 
ſorry, Sir, [To Sylvia.] to know a Gentleman upon 
ſuch Terms, that the Occaſion of our meeting ſhou 
prevent the Satisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

Hl. Sir, you need make no Apology for your War 
rant, no more than. ſhall do for my Behaviour 
My Innocence is upon an equal Foot with your au- 
thority. 

Scale. Innocence! Have not you ſeduc'd that young 
Maid ? | 

Syl. No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 5 

Bull. So ſne did, Ill Wear or ſhe propos 
Marriage firſt. 


Rob 


Ball. Hold thy prating, Fool 


2nd Prodigality 
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Ball. What, then you are marry'd, Child! 
| a [To Roſe. 
Roſe. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. 


Ball. Who was Witneſs ? 
Bull. That was 1 
and ſpoke Jokes by their Bedſide, I'm ſure. 


I danc'd, threw the Stocking, 


Ball. Who was the Miniſter ? 


| Bull. Miniſter! We are Soldiers, and want no Mi- 
er- They were marry'd by the Articles of 


Var. 


Your Appear- 
ance, Sir, promiſes ſome Underſtanding ; pray what 


joes this Fellow mean? 

gl. He means Marriage, I think but that you 
know is ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two People 
under the Sun agree in the Ceremony; ſome make 
I: 2 Sacrament, others a Convenience, and others 
nabe ita Jeſt; but among Soldiers 'tis moſt ſacred 
Our Sword, you know, is our Honour, that we lay 
own The Hero jumps over it firſt, and the Ama- 
on atter Leap Rogue, follow Whore 
ne Drum beats a Ruff, and fo to Bed; that's all; the 
2 emony is conciſe, 

Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo full of Paſtime 


Ball. What! Are you a Soldier? 

Bull. Ay, that I am Will your Worſhip lend me 
our Cane, and I'll ſhew you how I can exerciſe. 

Ball. Take it, [Strikes bim over the Head.) Pray, 
dir, what Commiſſion may you bear? [To Sylvia. 

yl. I'm call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coftee-men, 
Drawers, Whores, and Groom-porters in London; for 
wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien trouſſee, a 
Partial Twiſt in my Cravat, a fierce Knot in my Perri- 
ig a Cane upon my Button, Piquet in my Head, and 
Dice in my Pocket. 

Scale. Your Name, pray Sir? 

Sl. Caprain Pinch: I cock my Hat with a Pinch; 
I take Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whores ny. : 

inch! 


| 
| 
| 
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Pinch; in ſhort, I can do any thing at a Pinch, . 
fight and fill my Belly. 

Ball. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shri. 
ſhire? MEET 
Syl. A Pinch, Sir: J knew you Country Gene. 
men want Wit, and you know that we Town Cen 
tiemen want Money, and fo——— 

Ball. J underitand you, Sir Here, Contablon 


Enter Conſtable. 
Take this Gentleman into Cuſtody til farther Or. 
ders. 

Kofe. Pray your Wor ſhip don't be uncivil to lum, tor 
he did me no hurt ; lie's the moſt harmleſs Man in 11s 
World, for all he tails fo. 

Scale. Come, come, Child, I' take care of you. 

Sy. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Frecdom 
and my Wite at once! Tis the firſt time they ever wen 


together. 
Bail. Heark'e, Conſtable. N piſter, lin . 
Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir Come along, Srl. 


[Excunt Conſtable, Bullock and Sy.via Ml, 
Ball. Come, Mr. Scale, We'll manage the Spark p 
preſentiy. | Exenn: 


0 

SCENE, Melinda's Apartment. | . 

Enter Melinda and Worthy. 

Mel. So far the Prediction is right, tis ten exact. 
[4/de.] And pray, Sir, how long have you been in ti 
travelling Humour? | 
or. Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid wiz 
diſturbs our Quiet. 4 
Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more 4 
natural, may be the occaſion of it. 0 
Hor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms 4 
in Variety, elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be fo fond 1 


of it. 
Mel. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, 1 am not ſo fond 


of Variety as to travel for't, nor do I think oh 
dene 
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ze in you to run your ſelf into a certain Expence 
Dunger, in hopes of precarious Picaſure, which 
; bet never anſwers Expectation; as'tis evident tiom 


= Example of moſt Travellers, that long more to 
„n to their own Country, than they did to go a- 
Jen. bond. 


or. What Pleaſures I may receive abroad are indee! 
ncertain; but this I am {ure of, I ft all mect with leſs 
-ueity among the moſt barbarous of Nations, than! 
hve found at home. 

O.. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling a great 
ie; 1 fancy if we made up our Accounts, we ſhou'd 
ne ſooner come to an Agrecment. 

lor. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being in 
Debt - My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promites, Am- 
ties, Anxieties, Jealouſies, have run on for a whole 
car without any Payment. 

Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Hortiy! What you owe to 
Me is not to be paid under a teven Years Servitude : 
How did you uſe me the Year before? When taking 
co: We: Advantage of my Innocence and Neceſlity, you 
rend have made me your Miſtreſs, that is, your 


via. | , ; . 
ec Remember the wicked Inſinuations, art ful 
„Dis, deceitful Arguments, cunning Pretences; then 


our impudent Behaviour, looſe Expreſſions, familiar 
Letters, rude Vilits; remember thoſe, thoſe, Mr. Mor- 
thy. 


tor. I do remember, and am forry J made no bet- 


mW uſe of em. [4/;de.] But you may remember, Ma- 
his] n that 


Mel. Sir, I'll remember nothing Tis your In- 
tereſt that I ſhould forget: You have been bartarous 
to me, I have been cruel to you; put that and that 
together, and let one balance rhe other Now it 
zou will begin upon a new Score, lay aſide your ad- 
denturing Airs, and behave your ſelf handſomly till 
leut be over; here's my Hand, III uſe you as a Gen- 
ueman ſhou'd be. 


— 


— 
—— 
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Wor. And if I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſho! 
be, may this be my Poiſon. [Kiſſing her Hand 


Enter à Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 

Mel. Iam going to Mr. Ballance's Country-Houſe 
fee my Couſin Sylvia; I have done her an Injury, ai 
can't be eaſy till I have ask d her Pardon. 

Hor. I dare not hope for the Honour of waiting 
on you. 

Mel. My Coach is full; but if you will be ſo gi 
lant as to mount your own Horſes and follow u, 
we ſhall be glad to be overtaken; and it you brit 
Captain Plume with you, we ſha'n't have the work 
Reception. 

Wor. Vil endeavour it. [Exit leading Melindi 


SCENE, The Market-Place. 


Enter Plume and Kite. 


Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, Butcher, Car- 
penters, and Faurneymen Shoemakers, in all thirty Nine 
] believe the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had no: 
more Trades in their Company than I have in mine. 

Kite. The Butcher, Sir. will have his Hands ful; 
for we have two Sheep-ſtealers among us I hex 
of a Fellow too committed juſt now for ſtealing 0 
Horſes. | 

Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons 
Have we never a Poulterer among us? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a ven 
good one, he has an excellent Hand at a Goole or: 
Turkey Here's Captain Brazen, Sir, I mult go 
look atter the Men. [ Exit, 


Enter Brazen, reading a Letter. 

Brax. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour Um, 
um, very well My dear Plume ! Give me! 
Buſs, 


Plum. 


ud 
and, 
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Plume. Half a ſcore, if you will, my Dear: What 
it got in thy Hand, Child? 

Braz. Tis a Project for laying out a thouſand 
bund. “* 

blume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how 
d get it in? 

Braz. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want 

enty thouſand Pound; I have ſpent twenty times as 
ich in the Service Now, my Dear, pray adviſe 

„ my Head runs much upon Architecture, ſhall I 
id a Privateer or a Play-houſe? 

Plume. An odd Queſtion——a Privateer or a Play- 
uſe! Twill require ſome Conſideration Faith, 
m tor a Privateer. 

Brax. I'm not of your Opinion, my Dear — for in 
he firſt place a Privateer may be ill built. 

Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 

Braz. But a Privateer may be ill mann'd.' 

Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. | | 

Braz. But a Privateer may run upon the Shallows. 

ame. Not ſo often as a Play-houſe. 

Braz, But you know a Privateer may ſpring a 
eak, 

Plume. And I know a Play-houſe may ſpring a 
tet many. 

Braz. But ſuppoſe the Privateer come home with a 
ich Booty, we ſhould never agree about our Shares. 

Hume. Tis juſt fo in a Play-houſe So, by my 
deice, you ſhall fix upon a Privateer. 

Brax. Agreed hut if this twenty thouſand Pound 
:0uid not be in Specie 
Hume. What twenty thouſand? 

Eraz Heark'e. | It hiſpers 

Plume. Marry'd! ; 

Braz. Preſently, we're to meet about half a Mile our 
r Town at the Water-{ide and ſo forth Reads. 
or fear I ſhould be known by any of Worthy's Friends, 
4 muſt give me leave to wear my Mask till after the 
eremony, which will make me for ever your; 


Look'e 
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Look'e there, my dear Dog. [Shews the bottom + 
the Letter to Plum: 
Plume. Melinda! And by this Light, her own Hz 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear Her Hand ci. 
act! y | aſt now, you ſay? 
Braz. This Minute I muſt be gone. 
Plume. Have a little Patience, and III go wit 
you. | 


Brax. No, no, I fee a Gentleman coming a 
way, that may be inquiſitive; *tis Worthy , do 50 . 
know him? : 

Plume. By ſight only. - 

Braz. Have a care, the yery Eyes diſcover Secre:, , 

027) & 
[ 
Enter Worthy. | 

Hor. To Boot and Saddle, Captain, you muſt moum en 

Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you wor: | 
mount. [ 


Wor. But I ſhall: Melinda and I are agreed, fhe: 
gone to vilit Sylvia, we are to mount and follow; ani : 
cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows wir: 
might be done for us both? 

Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has fe-. 
cur'd a Parſon already. 

Hor. Already! Do you know more than 1? 

Plume. Yes, I ſaw it under her Hand — Braten 
and ſhe are to meet half a Mile hence at the Waterſide, Ml | 
there to take Boat, I ſuppoſe to be Ferry'd over to h. 
Elyian Fields, it there be any ſuch thing in Mair ( 
monyv. b. 

Hor. I parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe aſſurd ne 
ſhe hated Brazen, and that ſie reſolv'd to diſcard LY er 
tor daring to write Letters ta him in her Name. 

Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lucy in th. 
tell ye, I ſaw Melinda's Hand, as furciy as this !s 
mine. 

Hor. Dur I tel you ſhe's gone this Minute to Juſtice 
Ballauces Cuuntry-houtc, Þ 

Fun, 
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Plume. But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to the 
er- ſide. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam Melinda has ſent word, that you need 
ot trouble your ſelf to follow her, becauſe her Jour- 
cy ro Juſtice Bailance's is put off, and ſhe's gone to 
ate the Air another way. [To Worthy. 
Hor. How! her Journey put off! 


Ko . 
"WY 71:me. That is, her Journey was a put-off to you. 
10a 3 * 
Hor, Tis plain, plain But how, where, when is 
e to meet Brazen? 
lame. Juſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence at the 


Exit ö ater-ſide. 

Hör. Up or down the Water? 

Plume. That I don't know. 

Hor. Tm glad my Horſes are ready 
un: m out. 
100: Plume. Shall J go with you? 

Hor. Not an Inch——1 ſhall return preſently. 
ſhe' Exit. 
ae Plume. You'll find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are 
van ring by this time, and I muſt attend them. 


Jack, get 


e- CEN E, A Court of Fuſtice: Ballance, Scale, and 
Scruple ton the Bench: Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 


12 Kite and Conſtable advance forward. 


I ; > | 
lere. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen 
oon the Bench? 


ue Cont. He in the middle is Juſtice Ballance, he on 


: be right is Juſtice Scale, and he on the let? is Juſtice 
ee, and I am Mr. Conable; four very honeſt Gen- 
emen. 

Rite. O dear Sir! T am your moſt obedient Servant: 
Alutiag the Conſtable. I fancy, Sir, that your Em- 
„ ment and mine are much the fame; for my Bu- 
ns is ro keep People in order, and if they ditobey, 
 anock 'em down; aud then we are both Statt- 


18. 
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Conſt. Nay, I'm a Serjeant my felf——— dof the l. 
litia Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe: 
Suppole this a Musket: Now I am ſhoulder'd, 

[Puts his Staff on's right Shouldy 

Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Cor. Wi 
ſtable's Staff; but tor a Musket, you muſt put it a. 
the other Shoulder, my Dear. | 

Conft. Adio! that's ti ue Come, now give th: Wh 
Word of Command. 

Kite. Silence. 

Conſt. Ay, ay, fo we will We will be ſilent, 

Rite. Silence, you Dog, Silence! [ 

[Strikes him over his Head with his Halberl 

Conſt. That's the way to ſilence a Man with a wit WW 
neſs What d'ye mean, Friend? \ 

Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. 

Conft. Your Exerciſe differs ſo much from our; 
that we ſhall ne'er agree about it; if my own Captan . 
had given me ſuch a Rap, I had taken the Law of him. 


Enter Plume. p 


Ball. Captain, you're welcome. 

Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 

Scru. Come, honeſt Captain, fir by me. [ Plume 
aſcends, and ſits upon the Bench.) Now produce your 
Priſoners Here, that Fellow there ſethim up 
Mr. Conſtable, what have you to fay againſt ws Wh 


Man? f 
Conſt. I have nothing to ſay againſt him, an pier 
ou. 
. Ball. No! what made you bring him hither? 
Conſt. 1 don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip. _ f 
Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant diret WT 
you what ſoxt of Men to take up? 
Conſt. 1 can't tell, an pleaſe ye; I can't read. 
Scru. A very pretty Conſtable truly l find we 
have no Buſineſs here. 3 
Kite. May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I delle 
to be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for e- 


ucen. 
2 Bal. 
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Ball. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, ſince no 
Body elſe will ſpeak; we won't come here for no- 


: ning. 


Kite. This Man is but one Man, the Country may 


rc him, and the Army wants him; beiides, he's cut 


our by Nature for a Grenadeer ; he's five Foot ten In- 
ches high; he ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance the Cheſhire 
Reund with any Man in the Countrey ; he gets drunk 
every Sabbath-Day, and he beats his Wife. 

Hefe. You ly:, Sin rah, you lye, an pleaſe your Wor- 


1p, he's the belt natur'd, Pains-taking'ſt Man in the 


Pariſh, witneſs my five poor Children. 

Scru. A Wife! and five Children! You Conſtable, 
on Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a 
ite and five Children? 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. 

Ball. Hold, Gentlemen Hcar ke, Friend, how do 
vou maintain your Wife and fire Children? 

Plume. They live upon Wild-Fowl and Veniſon, Sir; 
the Husband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares and 
Priridge within five Mile round. 

Fall. A Gun! nay, if he be ſo good at Gunning, le 
an have enough on't He may be of uſe againſt 
the Frearh, for he ſhoots flying to be ſure. 

cru. But his Wife and Children, Mr. Ballance ! 

Hie. Ay, ay, that's the reaſon you wou'd ſend 
bim away. you know I have a Child every Year, and 
1 are afraid they ſhould come upon the Pariſh ar 

Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Woman 
bes ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better maintain 
tire Children this Year, than fix or ſeven the next: 
That Fellow, upon his high Feeding, may get you 
two or three Beggars at a Birth. ' 

Wife. Look'e. Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no- 
thing by ſending him away, for I won't loſe my 
Teeming-rime, it there be a Man left in the Pariſh. 

Ball. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correction 
uad the Man 
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Kite. Lili take care ot him, if you pleaſe. 

[ Takes him «3: 

Scale. Here, you Conſtable, the next——<Set up th; 
black-tac'd Fellow, he has a Gun-powder Look; wh; 
can you fay againſt this Man, Conſtable? 

Conſt. Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man, 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honk 
Man in my Company, for the Novelty's ſake. 

Ball. What are you, Friend ? 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Cole-pits. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Tru: 
and the Act of Parliament here expreſſes, that we x 
to impreſs no Man that has any vilible Means of a Live 
lihood. 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, this Man has r 
viſible Means of a Livelihood, 'S he works und: 


Ground, 
Plume, Well ſaid, Kite; beſides the Army wan 


Miners. 

Ball. Right, and had we an Order of Governmer 
for't, we cou'd raiſe you in this and the neighbour! 
County of Stafford, five hundred Colliers that wr: 
run you under-ground like Moles, and do more Sc: 
vice in a Siege than ail the Miners in the Army. 

Scru. Well, Friend, what have you to fay tor you 
zelt? 

3 I'm et ba 

7e. Lack- a-day, ſo am J. 

mor Here's my w ite, poor Woman. 

Ball. Are you marry'd, good Woman? 

Mom. I'm marry'd in Conicience. 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worthip, ſhe's with Ch 
in Conſcience. 

Scale. Who marry d you, Miſtreſs? 

Hom, My Husband we agreed that I ſto. 
call him Husband, to avoid paſſing tor a Whore; : 


that he ſhould cal me Wiſe, to ſhun going tor a 5 


dier. 


Ker 
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«ru. A very pretty Couple! pray, Captain, will you 
ike em both? 

Plume. What fay you, Mr. Kite, will you take care 
of the Woman? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea-ſide, 
-nd there, if ſhe has a mind to drown her ſelt, we'll 


* de care that no body ſhall hinder her. 

1. Ball. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. Ex: 
Conſtable.] Now Captain, I'll fit you with a Man, tuch 
ou neer liſted in your Lite. ¶ Enter Conſtable and 

neat Syria. O! my Friend Pinch, I'm very glad to ke 

e 10. 


I | Hl. Well, Sir, and what then? 

Scale. What then! Is that your Reſpe& to the 
Bench ? 

Sy. Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor your 
dench neither. 

cru. Look e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very 
mpudent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier. | 

Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit for a 
$9.dier. 

Coſt. A Whore-maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit to 
20, 
Ball. What think you, Captain? 

Plume. I think he's a very pretty Fellow, and there- 
fore nt to ſerve. 

. Me for a Soldier! fend your own lazy, lubber!y 
donz at home; Fellowes that hazard their Necks every 
Di in the Purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not peep abroad 
o cok an Enemy in the Face. 

Const. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a Woman 

z tne Door to ſwear a Rape againlt this Rogue. 

5%, 15 it your Wife, or Daughter, Booby ? J raviſh'd 

em both yeſterday. 

bail. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, wic“! 

um iiſted immediately. | 

Pune, [Reads.) Articles of Wæ againſt Mutiny and 

eiertion — c. 

5. Hold, Sir, Once more, Gentlemen, have a 

* hat vou do, tor you thall ſeverely tmart tor any 
M 2 Violence 
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Violence you offer to me; and you, Mr. Balla, | 
ipeak to you particularly, you ſha'l heartily rep-n: ir, 

Plume. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one Word 
more, and I' build a Forie for you as high a; the 
Cieling, and make you ride the moſt tireſome Jvurne) 
that ever you made in your Lite. | 

Syl. You have made a fine Specch, good Captain 
Huffcap ; but you had better be quiet, I ſhall fad! 
way to cool your Courage. 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he'; di 
tracted. 

S. Tis falſe I am deſcended of as goo! 
Family as any in your County; my Father is as good 
Man as any upon your Bench, and I am Heir to twel 
hundred Pound a Year. 

Ball. He's certainly mad 
the Articles of War, 

Syl. Hold once more— Pray, Mr. Ballance, to vo 
I ſpeak, ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd you u; 
me at this rate? 

Ball. No, faith, were you mine, I wou'd ſend 58 
to Bedlam firſt, and into the Army afterwards. 

Syl. But conſider my Father, Sir, he's as good, 
generous, as brave, as juſt a Man as ever terv'd ! 
Countrey; I'm his only Child, perhaps the Lois of n 
may break his Heart. 

Ball. He's a very great Fool if it does; Captain, 
you don't liſt him this Minute, I. Hate the Court. BP? 

Plume. Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy-Moner : 
the Men while I read. 

Rite. Ay, Sir 


Pray, Captain, re: 


Silence, Gentlemen, 
[Plume reads the Articles of I 
Ball. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg rhe | 
your of you, not to diſcharge this Fellow upon 
account whatſoever. Bring in the reſt. 
Conſt, There are no more, an't pleaſe your V0 
ſhip. 
Ball, No more! there were five two Hours ago 
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$1. Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable let 
he reſt eſcape for 1 Bribe of elcven Shillings a Man, 
decauſe, he ſaid, the Act allow'd him but ten, ſo the 
od Shilling was clear Gains. | 

All Fuſt. How ! 

Hl. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for two 
Guineas, but I had not ſo much about me; this is 
ruth, and I'm ready to {wear it. 

Kite. And I'll ſwear it; give me the Book, 'tis for 
tic good of the Service. 

Mob, May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him half 2 
Crown to ſay that I was an honeſt Man; but now, 
ace that your Worſhips have made me a Rogue, I 
dope I ſhall have my Money again. 

Ball. "Tis my Opinion, that this Conſtable be put 
mo the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't bring 
four good Men for his Ranſom by to-morrow Nigtz. 

Captain, you ſhall carry him to Flanders. 
Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed! 
lame. Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody. 

ire. Ay, ay, — Sir, [ To the Conſtable. ] wi: 
. Nou picale to have your Office taken from you? Or 
you handſomely lay down your Staff, as your 
** 4 have done before you? | Conſtable drops his 

af. 
lig. Ball. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Cere- 
+ Noay in 2djourning this Court Captain you ſhall 
der ne with me. 

Nie. Come Mr. Militia Serjeant, T ſhall ſilence you 
0, I believe, without your taking the Law of me. 

Ex eunt omnes. 


| 
7:4 
de 


SCENE, The Fields. 


Ent er Brazen, leading in Lucy mas d. 
krax. The Bont is juſt below here. 


Vo 


8% rer Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm. 
„gere, Sir, take your Choice. 
Going between em, and offering them. 
M 3 Brax. 
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Brax. What! Piſtols! are they charg'd, my Deu: 

Hor. With a Brace of Bullets each. 

Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and ner 
fe Piſto's, the Sword is my way and | wou'! | 
put out of my Road to p.cate any Man, 

Her. Nor I neither; to have at you 

| Cocks one II 

Braz. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſto;; - 
Pray, obiige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharp; 
{am it, there's no parry ing theſe Bullets. 

Hor. Sir, if you ha'n't your Belly full of theſe, the 
Swords ſt a! come in for fecond Courſe. 

Brax. Why then, Fire and Fury! I have ex 
Smoax from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir; don 
think I fear Powder, for I live upon't. Let me 
| Takes one | And now, Sir, how many Paces dite 
ſhall we fire ? 

Wor. Fire you when you plcaſe, Til reſerve my Sh 
till Jam fure of vou. 

Braz. Come, where's your Cloak ? 

Hor. Cloak! what d'ye mean? 

Brax. To fight upon; I always fight upon a Col 
tis our way abroad. 

Luc. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Strife. 

[ Un,mack 


; 


Wor. Lucy ! take her. | 

Brax. The Devil take me if I do———— Hun 
[ Fires his Piſtol.] D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you pig 
Harradan, how thoſe Bullets whiſtle ; ſuppoſe they! 
been lodg'd in my Gizard now ! 

Luc. Pray, Sir, pardon me. 

Brax. I can't tell, Child, 'till I know whether: 
Money be ſafe. [Searching his Pockets.) Yes, yes, | 
pardon you, but if I had you in the Roſe Tavern, 6 
vent-Garden, with three or four hearty Rakes, © 
three or four ſmart Napkins, I wou'd tell you ano! 
Story, my Dear. 0 


re 


17 
1g 
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i'r. And was Melinda privy to this? 

ur, No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a piece 
paper at the Fortune-telier's laſt Night, which 1 
1 in my Pocket, and ſo writ about it to the Cap- 
. And how came Melinda's Journey put oft? 

* Luc. At the Towu's-end ſhe met Mr. Ballauce's 
card, who told her, that Mrs. Sylvia was gone 
tom her Father's, and no body could tel! whither, 
for, Sylvia gone from her Father's! This wil be 
s to Plume. Go home, and tell your Lady hovy 
was being ſhot for her. [ Exennt. 


F.tey Ballance with a Napkin in his Hand, as riſen 


GOT a 

2 from Dinner, and Steward. 

Wy e. We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sit; 
ben ſearching for her in the Chamber that was 

Su oung Maſter's, we found her Cloaths there; but 


Suit that your Son left in the Preſs, when he went 
Legalon, was gone. 

Ball. The White trim'd with Silver? 

5;ew, The fame. 

Ball. You han't told that Circumſtance to any 
ody. 

Stew. To none but your Worſhip. 

Ball. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining- 
Room, and tell Captain Plume that I beg to ſpeak 
vich him. 

Stew, I ſhall=— Exit. 
Ball. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon? I had her 
Promiſe indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of her- 
ſt without my Conſent. I have conſented with a 
Virneſs, given her away as my Act and Deed 
d this, I warrant, the Captain thinks will paſs; no, 
ſtall never pardon him the Villany, firſt of robbing 
ne of my Daughter, and then the mean Opinion 
e muſt have of me, to think that I cou'd be ſo 
yretchedly impos'd upon; her extravagant Paſſion 
Might encourage her in the Attempt, but the Contri- 
M 4 Vance 
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I'll know the Truth pr. 


vance muſt be his 
ſently 


| b 
Enter Plume. 0 


Pray, Captain, what have you done with your your, 
Gentleman Soldier ? ; 

Plume. He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe, with t 4 
reſt of my Men. 

Ball. Does he keep Company with the comma 
Soldiers? 

Plume. No, he's generally with me. fo 

Ball. He lies with you, I preſume. 

Plume. No, faith, I offer'd him part of my Bed,—. 
but the young Rogue fell in Love with Roſe, and hi 
lain with her, I think, fince ſhe came to Town. 

Ball. So that between you both, Roſe has been Fne; 
manag'd. 

Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no harm fron 
me. 

Ball. All's ſafe, I find —— Now, Captain, you mu! 
know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Cour: 
was well grounded; Bo ſaid I ſhould heartily repen 
his being liſted, and ſo I do from my Soul. 

Plume. Ay! For what Reaſon? 

Ball. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he wi 
born of as good a Family as any in this County, and ie 
is Heir to twelve hundred Pound a Year. | 

Flume. I'm very glad to hear it For I anteil 
but a Man of that Quality to make my Company! 
2 Repreſentative of the whole Commons ot E. : 

and. 

Ball. Won't you diſcharge him? 

Plume. Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. 

Ball. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my intimat 
Friend. 

Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. 

Ball. Nay, Sir, you ſhail have your Price. 

Plume. Not a Penny, Sir; I value an Obligation 0 
you much above an hundred Pound. 


Bal. 
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Pres 3all. Perhaps, Sir, you ſha'n't repent your Generolity 
ill you pleaſe to write his Di charge in my Pocket- 
book? [Gives his Book.) In the mean time, we'll ſend 
for the Gentleman. Who waits there? 


Jt.) Enter Servant. 


Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mer. 
}/ilful, tell him his Captain wants him here immedi- 
Ree) 


mon 11 Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, enquir ing 


for the Captain. | 
Mme. Bid him come up Here's the Diſcharge, 


| Ball. Sir, 1 thank you—————Tis plain he had no 
band in't. [4/1de. 


Enter Sylvia. 


J. I think, Captain, you might have us'd me better 
han to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, drunken 
rew; and you, Mr. Juſtice, might have been ſo civil 
to have invited me to Dinner, for I have eaten with 
good a Man as your Worſhip. 
Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of Reſpect, 
don our Ignorance of your Quality but now you 
eat Liberty -I have diſcharg'd you. 
Sl. Diſcharg'd me! 
Ball. Ves, Sir, and you muſt once more go home to 
nel or Father. 
ur My Father! Then Jam diſcoverd -- h, 
Eig.. Kneeling] 1 expect no pardon, 
Ball. Pardon! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall 
your Puniſhment; here Captain, I deliver her o- 
r to the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſement : 
mare ſhe will be a Wife, be you a Husband, a very 
uand———when ſhe tells you of her Love, upbraid 
7 with her Folly; be modiſhly ungrateful, becauſe 
has been unfaſhionably kind, and uſe her worſe 
n on you wou'd any Body elſe, becauſe you can't ule 
do well as ſhe deſerves. 


Bai Ms Plume 
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Plume. And are you Sylvia, in good earneſt ? 

RN Yr. Earneſt! I have gone too far to make it 2 J. 
ir! 
Cn And do you glve her to me in good ex. 
neſt ? | 

Ball. If you pleaſeto take her, Sir. 

Plume. Why then I have ſavd my Legs and Arm; 
and loſt my Liberty; ſecure from Wounds, I am pre- 
par d for the Gout; farewel Subſiſtence, and welcome 
Taxes Sir, my Liberty, and hopes of being a Ge. 
neral, are much dearer to me than your twelve hu. 
dred Pound a Year But to your Love, Madam, 
[ reſign my Freedom, and to your Beauty my Amb. 
tion greater in obeying at your Feet, than comma 
ing at the Head of an Army. 


Enter Worthy. 


r. I am ſorry to hear, Mr. Ballance, that you 
Daughter. is loſt. 

Ball. So am not 1, Sir, ſince an honeſt Gentleman hz 
found her. 


Enter Melinda. 


Mel. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become ot © 
Couſin Sylvia: : | 

Ball. Your Couſin Sylvia is talking yonder with you 
Couſin Plume. 

Mel. and Wor. How! | | 

Syl. De you think it ſtrange, Couſin, that a Ve 
man ſhould change; but, I hope, you'll excuſe a Chan 
that has proceeded from Conſtancy; I alter d my ov! 
fide, becauſe I was the ſame within; and only la 
by the Woman to make ſure of my Man; thats f 
Hiſtory. : : ö 

Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little Romantic k, Couſin; 0 
fince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you V 
have the World O' your fide, and I ſhall be willin - : 
with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an Injury Io 
you inthe Letter to your Father, 


Fun 
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| Plume. That Injury, Madam, was done to me- 
ud the Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my 
tend; make Mr. Worthy happy, and I ſhall be fa- 
pity d. 

Mel A good Example, Sir, will goa great way——— 
when my Couſin is pleas'd to ſurrender, tis probable L 
tant hold out much longer. 


Enter Brazen. 


CBE baz. Gentlemen, I am yours Madam, I am 
jo: yours, 


Gam Mel. I'm glad on't, Sir, 
*. Braz. So am 1 Lou have got a pretty Houſe 


tere, Mr. Laconicł. 

Ball, Tis time to right all Miſtakes 
Fit, is Ballance. 

Brax. Ballance ! Sir, Iam your moſt obedient 
10 know your whole Generation had not you an 

'ucie that was Governor of the Leeward Iſlands tome 

bens ago? 
Ball . Did you know him? 
Brax. Intimately, Sir He play d at Billiards 
02 Miracle You had a Brother too that was 3 


My Name, 


terrain of a Fireſhip poor Dick———he had the 
oſt engaging way with him——of making Punch 

oa then his Cabbin was ſo neat but his poor Boy 
ack was the moſt comical Baſtard Ha, ha, ha, 

ba, a pickled Dog, I ſhall never forget him. 

ei 7l4me. Well Captain, are you fix'd in your Project 

hang Ft? Are you ſtill for the Privateer? 

Jou Braz. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt 

* ow; I had like to have been pick'd up by a Cruiſer 


nder falſe Colours, and a French Pickaroon for ought 
| KNOW, 

Hume. But have you got your Recruits, my Dear 2 
Ju N braz. Not a Stick, my Dear. 

Co eme. Probably, I ſhall furniſh you. 


Ses 
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Euer Roſe and Bullock. 


Roſe. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once mon 
and have perſuaded my Sweet-heart Carrwheel to 9 
with us; but you muſt promiſe not to part with g: 
again. 

Syl. 1 find, Mrs. Roſe has not been pleas'd-with he: 
Bedtellow. 

Roſe. Bed fellow! I don't know whether I had a Bede. 
low or not. 

Sy. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as lint 
pleas d with your Company, as you cou'd be wit 
mine. 

Bull. Pray, Sir, dunna be offended at my Siſter, ſhe; 
ſomething under-bred, but if you pleaſe, Il! lie with yo! 
in her ſtead. 

Plume. I have promis'd, Madam, to provide for thi 
Girl; now will you be pleas'd to let her wait upon you! 
or ſhall Itake care of her ? 

Syl. She ſhall be my cg Sir; you may find a 
Buſineſs enough to take care of me. 

Bull. Ay, and of me, Captain; for wauns! if ever yo: 
tift your Hand againſt me, III deſert. 

Plume. Captain Brazen ſhall take care o' that: M 
Dear, inſtead of the twenty thouſand Pound you 
talk'd of, you ſhall have the twenty brave Recruit 
that I haverais'dat therate they coſt me — | 
Commiſſion I lay down, to be taken up by fone 
braver Fellow, that has more Merit, and leis good Fer 
tune whilſt J endeavour, by the Example of thi 
worthy Gentleman, to ſerve my Queen and Count! 
at home. | 


With ſome Regret Iquit the adtive Field, 

Where Glory full Reward for * does yield; 

But the Recruiting Trade, with all its Train 

Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 

1 gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to ſtay, 

And raiſe Recruits the Matrimonial way. [ Exeun 


EP! 


r y0: 


t: M 
1 you 
ecru 
— 

ſome 
d For- 
of th 
ountr) 


'xeun 


PI 


EPILOGUE. 


to ice the Comedy, calld the Recruiting 
Wy cer, let them repair to-morrow Night, 
oy fix a-Clock. to the Sign of the Theatre- 
Royal in Drury-Lane, and they ſhall be kindly 


* 0 e Ladies and Gentlemen, that are willing 


T1 Þ 
MW. 


entertain d. 


e ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 
Whole Europe now obeys the Call of Drum. 
The Soldier, not the Poet, here appears, 
And beats up for a Corps of Volunteers : 

He finds that Muſick chiefly does delight ye, 
And therefore, chuſes Mnjick to invite ye. 


Beat the Granadeer March Row, row, tov, 
Gentlemen, this piece of Muſick, call'd, An Overs 
ture to a Battle, was compos'd by a famous Italian 
Miſter, and was perform'd with wonderful Succeſs, at 
the great Opera's of Vigo, Schellenbergh and Blenheim ; 
it came off with the Applauſe of all Europe, excepting 
France; the French found it a little too rough for their 
Delicateſſe. A 


Some that have acted on thoſe glorious Stages, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 
That no Muſick like the Granadeer's engages. 


Ladies, we muſt own, that this Muſick of ours is 
not altogether ſo ſoft as Bononcini's; yet we dare af- 
rm, that it has laid more People aſleep than all the 
Camilla's in the Warld; and you'll condeſcend to 

OWNz 
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own, that it keeps one awake, better than any 05 
that ever was acted. 

The Granadeer March ſeems to be a Compoſure ex. 
cellently adapted to the Genius of the Engliſh, for 10 
Muſick was ever follow'd ſo far by us, nor with 6 
much Alacrity; and with all Deference to the preſen: 
Subſcription, We muſt ſay, that the Granadeer March 
has been ſubſcrib'd for by the whole Grand Alliance 
and we preſume to inform the Ladies, that it alway; 
has the Pre-eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard 
by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole Army, 
In ſhort, to gratify the preſent Taſte, our Author i; 
now adapting ſome Words to the Granadeer March, 
which he intends to have perform'd to-morrow, if the 
Lady, who is to ſing it, ſhould not happen to be lick 


This he concludes to be the ſureſt way 
To draw you hither; for you'll all ob 
Soft Muſick's Call, tho you ſhow'd damn his Play, 
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Advertiſement. 


HE Reader may find ſome Fault 
in thSPLAY, which my Illneſs 
prevented the amending of; but there is 
great Amends made inthe Repreſentation, 
which cannot be match'd, no more than 
the friendly and indefatigable Care of Mr. 
Wilks, to whom I chiefly owe the Succeſs 
of the Play. 


G. Farquhar. 
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PROLOGUE. 


. = 


Spoken by Mr. IL XS. 


ults 


| HEN Strife diſturbs, or Sloth corrupts an Age, 
dels 


bees Satyr is the Buſmeſs of the Stage. 
wo hen the Plain Dealer writ,he laſh'dthoſeCrimes 


e 1 VI i hich then infeſted moſt. the modi h Times : 
jon, 3, now, when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is fled, 
han 1 all our Youth in adive Fields are bred ; 

Mr. hen thro! GREAT BRITAIN's fair extenſive Round, 


he Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UNION ſound; 
hen ANN A's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, 
ul her Example gives her Precepts Force; 
here ſcarce is room for Satyr ; all our Lays 
luſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of raff. 
ut as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares 
{nd Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; 
ur Product ſo, fit for the Field or School, 
J, luſt mix with Nature's Favourite Plant——a Fool. 
{ Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, 
boots up in Stalk, and Vegetatesto Man. 
Simpling our Author goes from Field to Field; 
ud culls ſuch Fools as may Diverſion yield; 
nd, thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe, 
i or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows. 
Follies to-night we ſhew neer laſſyd before, 
le: ſuch as Nature [hews you ev'ry Hour; 
Nor can the Pictures give a juſt Offence, 
tir Fool; are made for Feſts to Men of Senſe. 


els 


Drama: 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Aimwell Two Gentlemen of bro- ; 
3 ken Fortu nes, the firſt Mr. Mills. 


as Maſter, and the ſe- 
Archer, cond as Servant. Mr. Hills. 
Count A French Officer Prifo- 
Bellair, ner at Litchfield. Mr. Bowman. 


Sullen, * Countrey — Mr. Ferbruggs. 


brutal to his Wife. 
Freeman, A Gentleman from London. Mr. Keen. 


Foigard, + Prieſt, Chaplain to the 


French Officers. Mr A 
Gibbet, A High-way Man. Mr. Cibber. 
Hou y x GA 
Ba pr an : His Companions. 
Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bullock, 
Scrub, Servant to Mr. Sullen. Mr. Norris. 


W OMEN. 


An old, civil, Country 

\ Gentlewoman, that 

Lad curesall her Neigh- 
d bours of all Diſtem- Mrs. Powel. 

pers, and fooliſhly fond 


of her Son Sullen N 


Dorinda, Lady Bowntiful's Daughter, Mrs. Bradſſas 


Mrs. Sullen, Her Daughter-in-law, Mrs. Oldfield. 


Gipſey, Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Mills. 
lord n ; 
Cherry, e 5 nga Furs Bicknel. 


SCENE, LITCHFIE LD. 
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1 
SCENE, An Inn. 


Enter Boniface running. 


A .nbcrin, Maid, Cherry, Daughter 
chern; all aſleep? all dead? 


Euter Cherry running. 

Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye bawl ſo, 
Father? D'ye think we have no Ears? 

Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx 
The Company of the Harrington Coach has ſtood in the 
Hall this Hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 
Chambers, , 

Cher. And let 'em wait, Father ; there's neither Red- 
Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. | 

Bon, But they threaten to go to another Inn to- 


night. 
Cher. 
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Cher. That they dare not, for fear the Coach. 

ſhou'd overturn them to-morrow.——Coming, coming 

5 EY O 
Here's the London Coach arriv'd. 


Enter ſeveral People with Trunks, Band-Boxes, with 
other Luggage, and croſs the Stage. 


Bon. Welcome, Ladies. 
Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen —— Chamberlain, 
ſhew the Lyon and the Roſe. 
[Exit with the Compan, 


Enter Aimwell in a Riding Habit, Archer as Foot- 
man, carrying & Portmanteau. 


Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen. 

Aim. Set down the things; go to the Stable, and ſer 
my Horſes well rubb'd. 

Arch. 1 ſhall, Sir. [ Exit 

Aim, You're my Landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will. Boniface, pretty we. 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 

Aim. O]! Mr. Boniface, your Servant. 

Bon. O, Sir What will your Honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the Saying is? 

Aim. 1 have heaid your Town of Litchfield much 
fam'd for Ale, I think; I'll taſte that. 
Bon. Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of the 
beſt Ale in Staffordſhire; tis ſmooth as Oil, ſweat as 
Milk, clear as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy ; and wil 
be juſt fourteen Year old the fifth Day of next March, 
Old Sryle. 
Fc You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your 

I 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as J am in the Age of my 
Children: III ſhew you ſuch Ale——— Here, Tapſter, 
broach Number 1706, as the Saying is,. Sir, you 
ſhall raſte my Anno Domini I have liv'd in Lirch- 


field, Man and Boy, above cight and fifty Years, and, 
I believe, have not conſum'd eight and fifty Ounces 0! 
Meat. 

Ain 
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Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
Senfe by your Bulk. 

Bon. Not in my Life, Sir, I have fed purely upon 
Ale; I have eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and I always 
ſeep upon Ale. 


Enter Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſs. 

Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee | Filling it out] your Wor- 
ſhip's Health: Ha! delicious, delicious fancy it 
burgundy, only fancy it, and 'tis worth ten Shillings a 

gart. 

Aim. [ Drinks. ] Tis confounded ſtrong. 

Boa. Strong! It muſt be ſo, or how ſhou'd we be 
ſtrong that diink it? 

Aim. And have you liv'd fo long upon this Ale, 
Lrdlord ? 

Bon. Eight and fifty Years upon my Credit, Sir; but 
it Kid my Wife, poor Woman. as the Saying is. 

Aim. How cams that to paſs? 

Fon. I don't know how. Sir; ſhe would not let the 
Ale take its natura! Courſe, Sir; ſhe was for qualitying 
It every now and then with a Dram, as the Saying is; 
nd an honeſt Gentleman that came this way trom 
Irela.d, made her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of U!- 
que augh———but the poor Woman was never well 
cr: Bat, howe'er, I was oblig'd to the Gentleman, 
you know. 

Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 

Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo— She, good Lady, 
dd what couid be done; the cur'd her of three Tym- 
pres, but the fourth cari y'd her off; but ſhe's happy, 
and 'm con:cnted, as the S.:ying is. 

Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 

Bon. Ods my Life, Sir. we'll drink her Health. 
Drinks] My Lacy Bountiful is one of the beſt of Wo- 
men: Her laſt Hus. and. Sir Charles Bountiful, left her 
worth a thouſ::.4 Pound a Year; and, I believe, ſhe 
lays out one half on't in charitable Uies for the good 
of her Neighbors; ſne cures Rheumatiſms, Ruptures, 
ad broken Slums in Men; Green-Sicknels, Obſtruc- 

tions, 
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tions, and Fits of the Mother in Women 1 
King's Evil, Chin-Cough, and Chilblains in Childrer 
In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and about Lic. 
field within ten Years, than the Doctors have kid 
twenty, and that's a bold Word. 

Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in he 
Generation? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles, ti. 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt Fo:. 
tune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Husband, Squit 
Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London tothe 
Day ; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health, 

Aim. What fort of a Man is he? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; ſays lite 
thinks leſs, and doe nothing at all, faith: But be: 
a Man of great Eſtate, and values no body. 

Aim. A Sportſman, I ſuppoſe. 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure; he plays 
Whisk and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours to- 
gether ſometimes. 

Aim. A fine Sportſman, truly! And marry'd, you 
lay ? 

AR Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir 
He wants 1t here, Sir. 
[ Pointing to his Forehead 

Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my Bulineſs; he's my Land.ord, 
and ſo a Man, you know, wou'd not —Þut I cos 
he's no better than Sir, my humble Service to 50. 
{ Drinks.) Tho' I value not a Farthing what he can d 
to me; I pay him his Rent at Quarter-dav; I have! 
good Running Trade; I have but one Daughter, u 
1 can give her — Bur no matter tor that. 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface; pray, wit 
other Company have you in Town? | 

Bon. A power of fine Ladies; and then we have tic 
French Officers. | 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many e. 
thoſe Gentlemen: Pray, how do you like their Con 


pany ? 


But he! 


A 
oy 


Es! 
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den. So well, as the Saying is, that I cou'd wiſh we 
had as now more of em; they're full of Money, and 
pay double for every thing they have; they know, Sir, 
that we paid good round Taxes for the taking of em, 
and ſo they are willing to reifnburſe us a little: one of 
em lodges in my Houſe, 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
below, that ask for you. 

Bon. I'll wait on em Does your Maſter ſtay 
ons in Town, as the Saying is? [To Archer. 

Arch. I can't tell, as the Saying is. 

Bon. Come from London ? 

Arch. No! 

Bon. Going to London, may hap? 

Arch. No! 

Boy. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's 
Pardon, I' wait on you in half a Minute. Ex 

Aim. The Coaſt's clear, I ſee Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 

Arch. 1 thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 

Aim. Iniquity! prithee, leave Canting; you need 
dot change your Style with your Dreſs. 

Arch, Don't miſtake me, Aimwell, for 'tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor an) 
Crime ſo ſhameful as Poverty. | 

Aim, The World confeſſes it every Day in its Prac- 
ice, tho* Men won't own it for their Opinion: Who 
od that worthy Lord, my Brother, ſingle out of the 
de- dox to fup with him t'other Night ? 

Arch. Fack Handicraft, a handiome, well-dreſs'd , 
Manner!y, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Com- 
pany in Town. | 

Aim. Right; and, pray, who marryd my Lady 
Siarſaughter t'other Day, the great Fortune? 

Arch. Why, Nick Aarrabone, a profeſsd Pick- 
ſocket, and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand- 
ome Figure, and rides in his Coach that he formerly 
ved to ride behind. 


An, 
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Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fack Genera; 
the Park laſt Week? 

Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Perriwig, ſtain 
his melancholy Face, his Coat older than any th 
but its Faſhion, wi:h one Hand idle in his Pocher 4! 
with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho tt 
Mall was crowded with Company, yet was poor Far 
as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lyon in a Deſart. | 

Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime up 
Earth but the want of Money. 

Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt nor be poor; 
Jdleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wit 
enough, let em buſtle: Fortune has taken the Weit 
under her Protection, but Men of Senſe aic leſt: 
their Induſtry. 

Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed, and, I think 
luckily hitherto: Wou'd not any Man ſwear now, th: 
I am a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when! 
our intrinſick Value were known 

Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinik 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our iv: 
whoſe Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, 0: 
Revolutions in Government: we have Heads to ge 
Money, and Hearts to ſpend it. 

Aim. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as w!. 
ling Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but Ic 
have no great Opinion of our Heads from the Servic 
they have done us hitherto, unleis it be that they broug? 
us from London hi her to Litchfield, made me a Loi 
and you my Servant. 

Arch. That's more than you cou'd expect alread 
But what Meng y have we left? 

Aim. But wo hundred Pound. 

Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, ec. wh! 
we have very good Fortunes now for moderate Peo 
ple; and let me teil you, that this two hundred Pound 


with the Expcrience that we are now Maſters of, WW _. 
better Eſtate than the ten thouſand we have {pea , 
Dur Friends indeed began to ſuſpect that 0:8 


Pockets were low, but we came oif with flying C 
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urs, ſhew'd no ſigns of Want either in Word or 
Ded. 

Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good pre- 
ence enough for our ſudden diſappearing and, I warrant 
ou, our Friends imagine, that we are gone a Volunteering. 
Arch. Why, faith it this Project fails, it muſt e en come 
o that. Tam for venturing one of the Hundreds, if you 
, upon this Knight-Errantry ; but in caſe it ſhould 
il, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome Counter- 
rp, where we may die as weliv'd, ina Blaze. | 
Aim. With all my Heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 
(cher; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, but 
tat we have enjoy'd em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money; 
re have had our Penny-wrorths; and had I Millions, I 
vou d go tothe ſame Market again. O London, London? 
vel, we have had our Share, and let us te thankful : Paſt 
aſures, for ought I know, are beſt, ſuch we are ſure of; 
ole to come may diſappoint us. 

Aim. It has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee how 
ome inhumane Wretches murther their kind Fortunes; 
bole that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
the reſt——You ſhall have {ome that live only in their 
ares, and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhalldrown the other 
dur: Others are only Epicures in Appearances, ſuch who 
2. ſtarve their Nights to make a Figure a Days, and 
amiſhtheir own, to feed the Eyes of others: A contrary 
t confine their Pleaſures to the Dark, and contract their 
pacious Acres to the Circuit of a Muft-ſtring. 

Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot where 
ey conſume em, and, I think, your kind Keepers have 
ach the beſt on't; for they indulge the moſt Senſes by 
e Expence, there's the Seeing, Hearing, and Feeling, 
Pry gratify'd; and ſome Philoſophers will tell you, 
t trom ſuch a Commerce, there ariſes a ſixth Sent, 
at gives infinitely more Pleaſure than rhe other five put 
tier. © 

Ain. And to paſs to the other Extremity, of all Keeps 
think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money, 
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Arch. Thoſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Being 
they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint ty 
leſlings of Providence: Give me a Man that keey;h 
Five Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, that has e 
always drawn out in their juſt Order and Strength, wi 
his Reaſon, as Commander at the Head of 'em, that detach 
em by turns upon whatever Party of Pleaſure agree 
offers, and commands 'em to retreat upon the lex} 1; 
pearance of Diſadvantage, or Danger: For my px 
can ſtick to my Bottle, while my Wine, my Compn 
and my Reaſon, holds good; I can be charmed wi 
Sappho's Singing, without falling in Love with her fu 
I love Hunting, but would not, fe Acteon, be eaten 
by my own Dogs; I love a fine Houſe, but let art 
keep it; and juſt ſo Ilovea fine Woman. 
Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better ofme 
Arch. Ay, ee. ſuch an amorous Puppy, tha! 
afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport; you can't countertet : 
Paſſion without feeling it. 
Aim. Tho' the whining part be out of doors in To 
tis ſtill in force with the Country Ladies: And bete 
tell you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſſion ſhall out-dot 
Knave at any time. 
Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now ; you command! 
the Day, and ſo I ſubmit:——At Nottingham, you ki: 
I am to be Maſter. 
Aim, And at Lincoln, I again. 
Arch. Then, at Norwich I mount, which, I think, 
be our laſt Stage; for, it we fail there, we'l! embat 
Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mars. 
Aim. A Match! [Enter Boniface.] Mum. 
Bon. What will your Worſhip pleaſe to have fort 
per ? 
Aim. What have you got ? at y 
Beh. Sir, we have a delicate piece of Beef in the! 
and a Pig at the Fire. 
Aim. Good Supper- meat, I muſt-confeſs—1 ( 
cat Beet, Landlord. 
Arch. And I hate Pig. 
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Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah! Do you know who 
ou are? Aſide 
Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe; I have every 
ing in the Houle. 

Aim. Have you any Veal? 
Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal on 
rneſday laſt, | 
Aim. Have you got any Fiſh, or Wild-fow] ? 
Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an Inland Town, 
ad indifferently provided with Fiſh, that's the truth 
t; but then for Wild- fol! We have a delicate 
ouple of Rabbets. 
Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſſeed. 
Bon. Fricaſſeed! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
other d with Onions. 
Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your Onions, 
Aim. Again, Sirrah Well, Landlord, what you 
eaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, and 
our Houle is ſo full of Strangers, that I believe it may be 
iter in your Cuſtody than mine ; for when this Fellow of 
line gets drunk, he minds nothing —Here, Sirrah, 
ach me the ſtrong Box. 
Arch. Yes, Sir, —this will give us Reputation. 

[ Aſide. Brings the Box. 
Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down both 
Ir your Security and mine; it holds ſomewhat above 
Two hundred Pound; if you doubt it, I' count it to 
vu after Supper: but be ſure you lay it where I may 
e it at a Minure's warning; for my Affairs are a little 
ubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be gone in half an 
pour, perhaps I may be your Gueſt till the beſt part of that 
pent; and pray order your Oftler to keep my Horſes 
ad ſaddled: But one thing above the reſt I muſt beg, 
at vou would let this Felovs have none of your Anno 
homini, as you call it; for he's the moſt inſufferable 
Here, Sirrah, light me to my Chamber. 
Arch. Yes, Sir! Exit, lighted by Archer. 
ben. Cherry, Daughter Cherry. 
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Enter Cherry. 


Cher. D'ye call, Father? 

Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for: 
Gentleman, 'tis tull of Money. 

Cher. Money! all that Money! why ſure, Father, : 
rn an comes to be choſen Parliament-man, Wh 
is he? 

Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talk; 
keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going perhy 
at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till the l 
part of this be ſpent. 

Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway-man, 

Bon. A Highway-man! upon my Lite. Girl, you ha 
hit it, and this Box is ſome new-purchaied Booty, 
Now, cou'd we find him out, the Money were ours. 

Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. 

Bon. What Horſes have they ? 

Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black. 

Bon. A Black! ten toone the Man upon the black Mare 
and ſince he don't belong to our Fraternity, we may i 
tray him with a ſafe Conſcience : I don't think it laut 
to harbour any Rogues but my own. Look'e, Chid, 
the Saying is, we muſt go cunningly to work; Proo 
we muſt have; the Gentleman's Servant loves Dim 
I'll ply him that way, and ten to one he loves a Wend 
you muſt work him t'other way. 

Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my Sec! 
for his? | 

Bon. Conſider, Child, there's Two hundred Pound 
boot. [Ringing without.) Coming, coming.—Cil 
mind your Buſineſs. 

Cher. What a Rogue is my Father! my Father! I der 
it. My Mother was a good, generous, free- hen 
Woman, and I can't tell how far her good nature mig 
have extended for the good of her Children. This La 
lord of mine, for I think I can call him no more, wo: 
betray his Gueſt, and debauch his Daughter into the Þ 
gain. —-bya Footman too! 


Et 
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Enter Archer. 


Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as to 
be the Subject of your Contemplation ? 

Cher, Whoever he is, Friend, he'll be but little the 
ter for'r. 

Arch. 1 hope ſo, for, I'm ſure, you did not think of me. 
Cher. Suppoſe I had? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
inute I came in, I was conſidering in what manner I 
ould make Love to you. 

Cher. Love to me, Friend! 

Arch. Ves, Child. | 

Cher. Child! Manners; if you kept a little more diſ- 
ance, Friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch. Diſtance! good night, Saucebox. Going. 
Cher. A pretty Fellow ; J like his Pride. — Sir, pray, 
du, you ſee, Sir, [Archer returns] I have the Credit to 


ue e intrufted with your Maſter's Fortune here, which ſets 
e a degree above his Footman; I hope, Sir, you a'n't 
wil@fironted. 

„Arch. Let me look you full in the Face, and Ill tell you 


whether you can aftront me or no.——'Sdeath Child, you 
ea pair of delicate Eyes, and yo1 don't know what 
o do with 'em. 

Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body? 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had 'em, they wou'd kill 


very body. Prithee inſtruct me, I wou'd fain make 
1d ore to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 
Chl Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any body 


fore? 
Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can aſſure 
o, Madam; my Addreſſes have been always confin'd 
1 within my own Sphere, I never aſpir'd ſo hig 
defore. | 
Archer ſings. 
But you look ſo bright, 
Andareadreſs'd ſo tight, 
That a Man wou d ſwear you're Right, 
As Arm was e er laidover. 
N 3 Such 


E 
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Such an Air 
You freely wear 
To enſnare 
As makes each Gueſt a Lover: 


Since then, my Dear, I'm your Gueſt, 
Prithee give me of the Beſt 
Of what is ready Dreſt: 

Since then my Dear, &c. 


Cher. What can I think of this Man? [Aſide.] Vu 
ou give me that Song, Sir? 

Arch. Ay, my Dear, take it while it is warm, 
| Kages her. Death and Fire! her Lips are Honey-combs, 

Cher. And I wiſh there had been a Swarm of Bees tov, 
to have ſtung you for your Impudence. 

Arch. There's a Swarm of Cupids, my little Venus, that 
has done the Buſineſs much better. 

Cher. This Fellow is misbegotten as well as I. [ 4/4.) 
What's your Name, Sir? 

Arch. Name! I gad I have forgot it. [Aſide.] Qi 
Martin. 

Cher. Where were you born ? 

Arch. Ta St. Martin's Pariſh. 

Cher. What was your Father ? 

Arch. Ot—of—Sr. Martin's Pariſh. 

Cher. Then Friend, good-night. 

Arch. 1 hope not. 

Cher. You may depend upon't. 

Arch. Upon what ? 

Cher. That you're very impudent. 

Arch. That you're very handſome. 

Chery. That you're a Footman. 

Arch. That you're an Angel. 

Cher. I ſhall be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall I. 

Cher. Let go my Hand. 

Arch. Give mea Kiſs. . 

[Kiſſes her, Boniface calls withour, Cherry, 9 


* 5 
(4.4) 
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Cher. I'm My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, 
tow durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo?——Oiter to follow 
me one ſtep, if you dare. 

Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light ; this is a pretty 
ur Opening of an Adventure; but we are Knight- Errants, 
and 10 Fortune be our Guide, 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 
Fc 
ACT II. 


[ Exif. 


rm, 
5 SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's 
Houſe. 
that 
Fe Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 
er. Orrow, my dear Siſter; are you for Church 
Nh this Morning ? 


Mrs. Sl. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
help me: But I think, Dorinda, there's no Form of 
Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Husbands. 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Doctor's Commons z 
2nd I ſwear, Siſter Sullen, rather than fee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
that; For beſides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
proi!s, as being Siſter to the Husband, and Friend to the 
\ite, your Examples give me ſuch an Impreſſion of 
Matrimony, that I ſnall be apt to condemn my Perſon 
to along Vacation all its Life But ſuppoſing, Madam, 
that you brought it to a Caſe of Separation, what can 
you urge againſt your Husband? My Brother is, firſt, 
the moſt conſtant Man alive. 

Mrs. Sul. The moſt conſtant Husband, I grant ye. 

Dor. He never ſleeps from you. | 

Mrs. Sul. No, he always . with me. 

Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 


Quality. 
N 4 Mrs. Sul. 


o — — — 
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Mrs. Sul. A Maintenance! do you take me, Madam, 
for in Hoſpital Child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs my 
Benefactors, for Meat, Drink, and Clothes? As I taker, 
Madam, I brought your Brother ten Thouſand Pound: 
out of which I might expect ſome pretty things, call 
Pleaſures. 

Doy. You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Country 
affords. 

Mrs. Sul. Country Pleaſures! Racks and Torments' 
Doft think, Child, that my Limbs were made for leaping 
ot Ditches, and clambring over Styles; or that my Parents 
wiſely forciceing my future Happineſs in Country Plez- 
iures, had early inſtructed me in rural Accompliſhment; 
of drinking fat Ale, playing at Whisk, and ſmoaking 
Tobacco with my Husband; or of ſpreading of Plaiſters, 
brewing{of Diet-drinks, and, ſtilling Roſemary-Water, 
with the good old Gentlewoman my Mother-in-Law ? 

Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in out 
power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
Entertainments were a little more polite, or your Tafte a 
little leſs refin'd : But pray, Madam, how came the Poets 
and Philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunting after 
Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Life? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 
out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever hear of 3 
Poet or Philoſopher worth ten thouſand Pourd ? It you 

can ſhew me ſucha Man, I'll lay you fifty Pound, you! 
tind him ſomewhere within the Weekly Bills. Not that! 
diſapprove rural Pleaſures, asthe Poets have painted them 
in their Landſchapes ; every Phyllis has her Corydon, every 
murmuring Stream, and every flow'ry Mead gives tre} 
Alarms to Love.—Beſides, you'll find, that their Couples 
were never marry'd: But yonder, I ſee my Corydon. 
and a {weet Swain it is, Heaven knows—Come, Dorinda, 
don't be angry, he's my Husband, and your Brother, and 
between both, is he not a ſad Brute? 

Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, you're 
the beſt judge. 

Mrs. Sul. O Siſter, Siſter! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent Sor, one that's always muling, 1 

chinks; 
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thinks. There's ſome Diverſion in a talking Block- 
head; and ſince a Woman muſt wear Chains, I wou'd 
havethe Pleaſure of hearing 'em rattle a little Now 
you ſhall ſee; but rake this by the way, He came home 
this Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out 
of a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over 
the Tea-Table, which he broke all to pieces; atter his 
Man and he had rowl'd about the Room, like fick Paſ- 
ſengers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, dead as 
a Salmon into a Fiſhmonger's Basket; his Feet cold as Ice, 
his Breath hot asa Furnace, and his Hands and his Face as 
greaſy as his Flannel Night-Cap—Oh Matrimony ! Ma- 
trimony He toſſes up the Clothes with a Larbarous 
fwing over his Shoulders, diſorders the whole Oeconomy 
ofmy Bed, leaves me halfnaked, and my whole Night's 
Comfort is the tuncable Serenade of that waketul Nigh- 
tingale, his Noſe O the Pleaſure of counting the 
me.ancholy Clock by a ſnoaring Husband ! But now, 
Siſter, you ſhall ſee how handſomely, being a well-bred 
Man, he will beg my Pardon, 


Enter Sullen. 


gal. My Head akes conſumedly. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleated, my Dear, to drink Tea 
with us this Morning ? it may do your Head good. 

Sul. No. 8 : 

Dor. Coffee, Brother? 


Sul. Pſhaw ! 
Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go ro Church 


with me? the Air may help you. 
Sul. Scrub! 


Enter Scrub. 


derne. Sir! 

dul. What Day o'th' Week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, a'n't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Sul. Sunday! bring me a Dram; and d'ye hear, fer 
bt the Vemſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of ſtrong Beer 
vpon the Hall-Table, I'll go to Breakfaſt. Going. 
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Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſha'n't get off ſo; 50 
were very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your Wiz 
e come, come, Brother won't you ask Py. 

on: 

Sul. For what? 

Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 

Sl. I can afford it, can't I? 

Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Sul. But J muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not t 
be born. 

Sul. Pm glad on't. 

Mrs. Sul. What is the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me thu: 
inhumanly ? 

Sul. Scrub! 

Scrub. Sir ! 

Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. Exit 

Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his Temple 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may tun 
the Edge of your Razor [Exit Scrub. ] Inveterate Stupidity! 
Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen as hi 
O Siſter, Siſter! Iſhallnever ha' good of the Beaſttill I ge 
him to Town; Lendon, dear London is the place to 
managing and breaking a Husband. 

Dor. And has not a Husband the ſame Opportunitk; 
there for humbling a Wife? 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, 'tis a ſtanding Maxim it 
Conjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wy enſlave hi 

Wife, he hurries her into the Country; and when a Lac 
would be arbitrary with her Husband, ſhe wheeds 
her Booby up to Town———A Man dare not play tht 
Ty rant in London, becauſe there are fo many Examp.s 
to encourage the Subject to rebel. O Dorinda, Doris! 
a tine Woman may do any thing in London: O' my Con- 
{cience, ſhe may raiſe an Army of Forty thouſand Men, 

Dor. I fancy, Siſter, you have a mind to betrying you! 
P.ver that way here in Litchfield; you have drawn tt 
Freach Count to your Colours already. 

Mrs. Sul. The French are a People that can't live wi 
out thew Gallantrics, | i 

„. 
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Dor. And ſome Engliſh that I know, Siſter, are not 
zrerſe to ſuch Amuſements. | 

Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter, ſince the Truth muſt out, it may 
do as well now as hereafrer; I think, one way to route 
my Lethargick, ſottiſh Husband, is to give him a Rival; 
Security begets Negligence in all People, and Men muſt 
bealarm'd to make em alert in their Duty: Women are 
like Pictures, of no value in the Hands ofa Fool, till he 
hears Men of Senſe bid high for the Purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Und-r- 
fanding were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for you; 
but, I believe, there's a natural Averſion of his ſide, and I 
fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind him, if 
you dealt fairly. 

Mrs. Sul. I ovon it; we are united Centradictions, Fire 
and Water. But I cou'd be contented, with a great 
many other Wives, to humour the cenſor:ous Vulgar, 
and give the World an Appearance of living well with my 
Husband, cou'd I bring him but to diſſemble a lirrie 
Kindneis to keep me in Countenance. 


Der. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtcad ot 


roufing your Husband by this Arrifice to a counterfeit 
Kindneſs, he ſhould awake ina real Fury ? 

Mrs. Sul. Let him: If I can't entice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 

Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ve ? 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own Brother? 

Mrs. Sul. He's but half a Brother, and I'm your entire 
Friend: If I go a ſtep bevond the Bounds of Honour, 
leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould go along with 
me in every thing; while 1 truſt my Honour in your 
Hands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine The 
Count is to dine here to-day. 


Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like that 
Man. 

Mrs. Sul. You like nothing, your time is not come; 
Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home 
You'll pay for au one Day, [ 

WAIT Ant 
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warrant ye But come, my Lady's Tea is ready, an} 
cis almoſt Church-time. [ Exe, 


SCE NE, The Inn. 


Enter Aimwell dreſs'd, and Archer. 


Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter ofthe Houſc? 

Arch. The Landlord is ſo blind as to think fo; but! 
dare {wear ſhe has better Blood in her Veins. 

_ Why * think ſo? 

Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert Fe-ne-ſ;ai-aun, 
ſhe reads Plays, keeps — 3 _— 175 
Vapours. 

Aim. By which Diſcoveries, I gueſs that you know 
more of her. 

Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives her ſelf Airs 
forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one Word ruore o' that, and I'll declare my 
ſelf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe; !ook 
ye, Aimwell, every Man in hisown Sphere. 

Aim. Right; and therefore you muſt pimp for your 
Maſter. 

Arch. Intheuſual Forms, good Sir, after I have ſerx“ 
my ſel. But to our Bulineſs— You are ſo weil drelss, 
Tom, and make ſo hand ſome a Figure, that I fancy yo! 
may do Execution in a Country Church; the exterior 
part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to make tha 
Impreſſion favourable. 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
Advantage: The Appearance of a Stranger in a Countr) 
Church, draws as many Gazers as a Blazing Star; 10 
{ooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of Wh: 
pers runs buzzing round the Congregation in a Moment: 
—— Who is he? Whence comes he? Do you know him! 
Then, I, Sir, tips me the Verger half a Crown 


he pockets the Simony, and inducts me into the bet 
Pew in the Church, I pull out my Snuff-box, turn my 
lelt round, bow to the Biſhop, or the Dean, if he be the 
commanding Officer; ſingle out a Beauty, rivet bord 

ye 
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Fres to hers, ſet my Noſe a bleeding by the Strength of 
[magination, and ſhew the whole Church my concern, 
by my endeavouring to hide it: after the Sermon, the 
whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by perſua- 
ting the Lady that I am a dying for her, the Tables are 
turn d, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in Love with me. 

Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, witkout a Pre- 
cedent ; but inſtead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, 
ry to fix em upon a Fortune; that's our Buſineſs at pre- 
ſent. 

Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 
fortune.— Let me alone, for a Mar k's- man. 

Arch. Tom! 

* Aim. Ay! 
Arch. When were you at Church before, pray? 
rs Aim. Um l was there at the Coronation. 
Arch. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by going to 
Church now ? 
Aim. Bleſſing! nay Frank, Task but for a Wife! 
| | Exit. 
Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in his 
r Demands. Exit at the oppoſite Door. 


1 Enter Boniface and Cherry. 

'> Bon. Well, Daughter, as the Saving is, have you 
0! WF br0:12ht Martin to confeſs? 

io Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 


a thing out of a Man; I'm but young, you know Father, 
and 1 don't underſtand Wheedling. 

0088 Bon. Young! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any 

Woman wheedie that is not young? Your Mother was 

no uicleſs at five and twenty! Would you make your Mo- 

cher a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saying is? I tell 

it: 104, his Silence confeſſes it, and his Maſter ſpends his 


nl bMloney 10 freely, and is ſo much a Gentleman every 


i manner of way, that he muſt bea Highway-man. 


ny Enter Gibbet in a Cloak, 

he 615. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 

ny Bon. O, Mr. Gizcet, what's the News? 
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Gib. No matter, ask no Queſtions, all fair and honour. 
able; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a Bag.) Two 
hundred Sterling Pounds, as good as ever hang d or fab 
a Rogue; lay em by with the reſt, and here — Thie: 
Wedding —0or Mourning Rings, tis much the {ime 
you know Here, two Silver-hilted Swords; I took 
thoſe from Fellows that never ſhew any part of their 
Swords but the Hilts: Here is a Diamond Necklace 
which the Lady hid in the privateſt place in the Coach, 
but I found it out: This Gold Watch I took from a Pawn. 
broker's Wife, it was left in her hands by a Perſon of 
Quality, there's the Arms upon the Caſe. 

Cher. But who had you the Money from? | 

Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her; From 1 Ml 3: 
poor Lady juſt elope d from her Husband, ſhe had mace WM M 
up her Cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ſte 
cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her Husband's barbarou; I I. 
N Uſage, and fo Faith I left her half a Crown . But I had 
| almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I havea Preſent for you. | 

Cher. What is't ? hir 

Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out of: 
Lady's under Petticoat Pocket. | 

Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I Paint! Ju 

Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm ſure the 
Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 
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kerchiet. Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſecure tl: WM | 
| Premiſſes. 85 
| Cher. I will ſecure'em. [ Exit, 


| Bon. But heark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bag ſhot ? 
i Gib. They'll be here to-night. 
Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o the PAH I. 


R on this Road? W. 
[ Gib. No. N 04 
| Bon. I fancy that I have two that odge in the Hoc Ha 
Juſt now. 

Gib. The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak 'em? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. ; Fe 

Gib. To Church! That's fuſpicious, I muſt conte:s. WW do 


Bon. 


*. 


The Beaux Stratagem. 25 


Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber; 
he pretends to be Servant to the other, we'll call him 
out and pump him alittle. 

Gib. With all my Heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin! Mr. Martin! 


Enter Archer combing a Perriwig, and ſinging. 


Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep, I'm as dirty as old 
Brentford at Chriſtmas A good pretty Fellow that ; 
who's Servant are you, Friend? 

Arch. My Maſter's. 

Gib. Really? 

Arch. Really. 

Gib. That's much 
Bar by his Evaſions: 
Maſter's Name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall; [Sings and combs the Perriwig.] 
This is the moſt obſtinate Curl 

Gib. Task you his Name? 

Arch. Name, Sir, Tall, all, daI never ask d 
aim his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now ? 

Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as it he were before a 
Judge: But pray, Friend, which way does your Maſter 
travel? 

Arch. A Horſeback. 

Gib. Very well again, an old Offender right——But, I 
mean, does he go upwards or downwards? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir! Tall, all. 

Gb, I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon, Ha, ha,ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch 
This Gentleman is only traveliing towards Cheſter, and 
wou'd be glad of your Company, that's al Come, 
Captain, you'll ſtay to-night, 1 ſuppoſe; I'll ſhew you 
Chamber Come, Captain. 

G19, Farewel Friend [ Exit. 

Arch. Captain, your Servant Captain! a pretty 
Fe.ow ! *Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers of the Army 


don't conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red but their 
dyn. 


The Fellow has been at the 
But, pray, Sir, what is your 


I Enter 
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Enter Cherry. 


Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not liſten, 
I wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcovery all my oy, 
becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. [Aſide.] M. 
Martin, who wasthat Man with my Father ? 

Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whip'd on 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. 

Cher. Al's late, I find. Al. 

Arch. Come my Dear, have you conn'd over the C 
techize I taught you laſt Night? 

Cher. Come, queition me. 

Arch. What is Love? 

Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know ne 
how, and goes I know not when. 

Arch. Very well, an apt Scholar. [Chucks her unde 
the Chin.] M here does Love enter? 

Cher. Into the Eyes. 

Arch. And where go out? 

Cher. I won't tell you. 

Arch. What are the Objects of that Paſſion ? 

Cher. Youth, Beauty and clean Linen. 

Arch. The Reaſon? 

Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, ard ti 
third at Court. 

Arch. That's my Dear: What are the Signs and Token 
of that Paſſion? 

Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Word 
improbable, Deligns 1mpoſttbie, and Actions impras. 
ticable. 

Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me. 
muſt a Lover do to obtain his Miſtreſs? 

Cher. He muſtadore the Perſon that diſdains him, be 
muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the Foo: man that laughs at him! He mull, 
he muſt | | 

Arch. Nay, Ch id, I muſt whip you it you don't mins 
your Leſſon; he muſt treat his : 

Cher. O] av. He muſt treat his Enemies with Reſpect, 
his Friends with Iindiffercace, and al the World wa 

3 On- 
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Contempt; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
muſt deſire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he muſt 
embrace his Ruin, and throw himſclf away. 
Arch. Had ever Man ſo hopeful a Pupil as mine? Come, 
my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle? 

Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee; and 
tho'a Child, he governsa Man. 

Arch. Mighty well! And why is Love pictur'd 
ind? 

Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs or 


Privilege of their Art, choſe to hide thoſe Eyes they could 


0! draw. 

Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again. 
nd why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, govern a Man? 
Cher. Becauſe that a Child is the End of Love. 

Arch. And ſo ends Love's Catechiſm. And now, 
ny Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin You have taken 


great deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and what d'yethink 


havelearn'd by it? | 

Arch. What? 

Cher. That your Diſcourſe and your Habit are Con- 
30iCtions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe 
dun Foot man any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a Witch it is! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garv ſhall 
e: tempt me; for tho' I was born to Servitude, I hate 
E Own your Condition, {wear you love me, and 
en 

Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Maſter's Bed. 

Cher. Ves. 

Arch. You muſt know then, that Jam born a Gentle- 
an, my Education was liberal; but I went to London a 
dunger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, who 
pt me of my Money, my Friends diſown'd me, and 
v7 my Neceſſity brings me to what you ſee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand promile to marry 
before you ſleep, and I make you Maſter of two 
ouſand Pounds. 

Arch. How! 


Cher 


my Father 
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Cher. Two thouſand Pound that I have this Vin: 
in my own Cuſtody; ſo throw off your Livery this I; 
ſtant, and I'll go find a Parſon? 

Arch. What ſaid you? a Parſon ? 

Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? 

Arch. Scruple! No, no, but 
you ſay? 

Cher. And better. 

Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do }ut hen; 
Child, what need you make me Maſter of your i! in 
Money, when you may have the ſame Pleature ou 0: 
me, and ſtil] keep your Fortune in your own Hands? 

Cher. Then you won't marry me ? 

Arch, 1 wouid marry you, but 

Cher. O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble Servant, youre 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any Gen: 
man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 
wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition i 
what it wou'd—no, no, Sir,. — but I hope you'll pu- 
don the Freedom I have taken, ſince it was only to inform 
my 1elt of the Reſpect that I ought to pay you. (Gig 

Arch. Fairly bit, by ZFupiter——Hold, Hold! and hat 
you actually two thouſand Pounds? 

Cher. Sir, J have my Secrets as well as you — ben 
you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free, and de 
aſſur d that I have Diſcoveries that will match yours, be 
they what they wil!—In the mean while be ſatisfy d tha 
no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you, but _ ot 
Ext, 

Arch. So- we're like to have as many Adventures n 
our Inn, as Don Quixote had in his iet me ſee— 
two thouſand Pounds! If the Wench wou'd promile to 
die when the Money were ſpent, I one wou'd mati 
her; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, ad 
the Wife may live Lord knows how long! Then 
an Inn-Keeper's Daughter; ay, that's the Devil— ther 
my Pride brings me off. 


two thouſand Pour! 


For whatſoe'er the Sages charge on Pride, 


The Angels Fall, and twenty Eaults bejiae,” F 
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on Earth, I'm ſure, mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pride ſaves Man oft", and Woman too from falling. 
{ Exit. 


la. 
The End of the Second ACT. 


Ne 
SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda. 


Mrs, Sul. A, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace 
thee, now we are Friends indeed; for I 
ſhal! have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine——now 
you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you converſable 
in the Subjects of the Sex. | 
Dor. But do you think that Iam ſo weak as to fall in 
Love with a Fellow at firſt light? 
Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd not 
eo we be as tree in our Friendſhips as the Men? I warrant 
you the Gentleman has got ro his Confident already, has 
en row d his Paſſion, toaſted your Health, cal'd you ten 
"WF troutand Angels, has run over your Lips, Eyes, Neck, 
Lupe, Air, and every thing, ina Deſcription that warms 
ut WW their Mirth to a ſecond Enjoyment. 
0! 
l 
1 


Dor. Your Hand, Siſter, I a'n't well. 
Mrs. Sul. So —ſbe's breeding already——come, Child, 
up with it hem alittle ſo. no tell me, don't you 
A lethe Gentleman that we ſaw at Church juſt now? 
Dor. The Man's well enough. 
Mrs. Sul, Well enough! Is he not a Demi-God, a Nar- 
t1ſ1:, a Star, the Man 1' the Moon? 
Dor. O Siſter, I'm extremely ill. 
Airs. Sal. Shall 1 ſend to your Mother, Child, for a 
edle of her Cephalick Plaiſter to put to the Soles of your 
Feet ? or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for ſomething for 


u Come, unlace your Stays, unboſome your 


ſelf 
J 
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ſelf——the Man is perfectly a pretty Fellow, I a h 
when he firſt came into Church. 

Dor. I ſaw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that ſroye 
methought, like Rays about his Perſon. 

Mrs. Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to { 
him off, no ſtudy'd Looks nor artful Poſture, 
Nature did it all 

Mrs. Sul. Better and better one Touch more 
come 

Dor. But then his Looks did you obſerve his Eyes“ 

Mrs. Sul. Ves, yes, I did his Eyes, well, what of 
his Eyes? 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring ; they ſeem'd to view, 
but never gaz'd on any thing but me and then his 
Looks ſo — were, and yet ſo noble, that they aimd 
to tell me that he cou'd with Pride die at my Feet, tho 
he {corn'd Slavery any where elſe. 

Mrs. Sul. The Phyſick works purely 
find your ſelt now, my Dear? 

Dor. Hem! Much better, my Dear—O here comes 
our Mercury! ¶ Enter Scrub.] Well, Scrub, what News 


* 
but 


How C's: 


Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole Packet of 
News. 

Dor. Open it quickly, come. 

Scrub. In the firſt Place 1 enquir'd who the Gentleman 
was? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I as 
what the Gentleman was? They anſwer'd and ſaid, That 
they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, 1 enquir'd what 
Country Man he was? They reply'd, *twas more than 
they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came! 
Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And fifthly, | 
ask'd whither he went? And they reply'd, they knew 
nothing of the Matter. And this is all I cou'd learn. 

_ But what do the People ſay ? Can't they 

uels? 

Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs he's: 
Mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another; but 
for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit? 


Dor. 
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Dor. A Jeſuit ! Why a Jeſuit ? 

Scrub, Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready ſad- 
dled, and his Footman talks French. 

Mrs. Sul. His Footman ! 

Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gab- 
bering French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill- 
Pond ; and I believe they talk'd of me, tor they laugh'd 
conſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman? 

Scrub. Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him tor a Cap- 
tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops 
to his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a ſilver-headed Cane 
dangling at his Knuckles he carries his Hands in his 
Pockets and walks juſt 1 [Walks in a French Air] 
and has a fine long Perriwig ty'd up in a Bag ——— 
Lord, Madam, he's clear another ſort of Man than I. 

Mrs. Sul. That may eaſily be but what ſhall we 


do now, Siſter ? 


Dor. I have it This Fellow has a World of 


| Simplicity, and ſome Cunning, the firſt hides the latter 


by abundance Scrub. 

Scrub. Madam. 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this Gen- 
tleman is, only for our Satisfaction. 

8 8 Yes, Madam, it would be a Satisfaction, no 
oubt. 

Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 
Ae, becauſe you're Butler to-day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave Siſter ! o' my Conſcience, you 
underſtand the Marhematicks already Tis the beſt 
Pot in the World; your Mother, you know, will be 
gone to Church, my Spouſe will 'S got to the Ale- 
houſe with his Scoundrels, and the Houſe will be our 
own ſo we drop in by accident, and ask the Fel- 


low ſome Queftions our ſelves. In the Countrey, you 
know, any Stranger is Company, and wee glad to 
take up with the Butler in a Country Dance, and hap- 
Py it he'll do us the Favour. 


Scruò, 
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Scrub. Oh! Madam, you wrong me; I never ref; 
your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life. 


Enter Gipſy. 


Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting. 05 
where we order'd you. 

Scrub, I ſhall. 


SCENE changes to the Inn. = 

Enter Aimwell and Archer. 3 

Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a Markſman. un 
Aim. A Markſman ! who ſo blind cou'd be, as ff 
diſcern a Swan among the Ravens? S 
Arch. Well, but heark'e, Aimwell. ns 
Aim. Aimwell ! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amaii, MM... ; 
all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and then III - Ti 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands in her Looks, i 
ſhe look d like Ceres in her Harveſt, Corn, Wine nu 
Oil, Milk and Honey, Gardens, Groves and purlingMl © 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face. 2 
Arch. Her Face! her Pocket, you mean: the Com 
Wine and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has ten tho, 
ſand Pound, that's the Engliſh on't. * 


Aim. Her Eyes 

Arch. Are Demi - Canons, to be ſure; ſo I won't ſtand. 
their Battery. [Going > 

Aim. Pray, excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have vent. 

Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe Ro. 
mantick Airs will do our Bufineſs ? Were my Tempe! 
as extravagant as yours, my Adventures have ſomething 
more Romantick by half. 

Aim. Your Adventures ! 

Arch. Yes. 


The Nymph, that with her twice ten hundred Pound din 
With brazen Engine hot, and Quoif clear ſiarch'd, WW. . 


Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the . | 
ere 


The Beaux Stratagem. 33 


here's a Touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
:je& but an Inn-keeper's Daughter: I can play with 
a Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh; he keeps it at 
the end of his Line, runs it up the Stream, and down 
the Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
Treut, and ſo whips it into his Basket. 


Enter Boniface. 


Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying i yonder's an 
honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bountifui's Butler, who 
begs the Honour that you wou'd go home with him 
:nd ſee his Cellar. 

Arch. Do my Baſſemains to the Gentleman, and tell 
him I will do my ſelf the Honour to wait on him im- 
mediately, as the faying is. 

Bon. J ſhall do your Worſhip's Commands, as the ſay- 
ing is. [Exit bowing obſequiouſly. 

Aim. What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and tair 
Toftida ſing ? 

Arch. Pſhaw ! Damn your Raptures; I tell you here's 
a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship 
wil get into Harbour, my Life on't. You ſay, there's 
another Lady very handſome there. 

Aim, Yes faith. 

Arch. I'm in Love with her already. 

Aim, Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the 
mean time. 

Arch. No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and Oil, is 
ingroſs d to my Market And once more I warn 
zou, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you 
a foul on me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 
tom. —What ! make Prize of my little Frigate, 
eehte 1 am upon the Cruiſe for you. Exit. 


not 


Enter Boniface. 


Zim. Weil, well, I won't Landlord ; have you 

ny tocrable Company in the Houſe ? I don't care for 
ding alone. 

Boz, Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the ſaying 


is, that arriv'd about an Hour ago. 8 
* Aim, 
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Aim, Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every 
where; will you make him 2 Complement nom ng 
and tell him I ſhould be glad of his Company? 

Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd——— 

Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in——— 
I'm only a Traveller, like him ſelf, and wou'd ve g 
his Company, that's all, : 

Bon. I obey your Commands, as the ſaying is. Ext. 


— 2 _ 


Euter Archer, 

Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot; what Title will yy 
give your {c!t ? 
Aim. My :other's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never git 
me any thiug iſe, fo I'll make bold wich his Honor 
this bout. you know the reſt of your Cue. 
Arch. Ay, ay. [ Exit, 


Enter Gibbet. 
Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 
Aim. Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know 


— LS . on 2 a7 
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you. 
Gib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never {an 
me before I hope. Add. 


Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour 0 
ſeeing you now ? 

018 Sir, 1 {corn to intrude upon any Gentleman 
but my Landlord 

Aim. O, Sir, I ask your pardon, you're the Captai 
he told me of. | 

Gib. Ar your Service, Sir. 

Aim. What Regiment? may I be ſo bold? 

Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 

Aim. Very od. if your Coat be Regimental. A 
You have ſerv. :r0ad, Sir? 

Gib. Yes, Su, n the Plantations, twas my Lot to * 
ſent into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitred x 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know Beiides 
"rwas for the good of my Countrey that I ſhou'd be * 
broul————Any thing tor the good of one's Countre) 
— I'm à Roman tor that. 


Ain \ 0 
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Aim. One of the firſt, il lay my Life ¶Aſide.] You 
und the Weſt-Indies very hot, Sir. 

Cib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your Face at Will's 
offce-houlſe ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at Hhite's too. 

Aim. And where is your Company now, Captain? 
Gib. They a'n't come yet. 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect em here? 

G5. They'll be here to-night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march? 

Gi, A-croſs the Country The Devil's in't, it I 
nt ſaid enough to encourage him to declare but I'm 
id he's not right, I muſt tack about. [Aide 

Aim. Is your Company to Quarter at Litchfield ? 

Gib. In this Houle, Sir. 

Aim. What! all? 

615. My Company's but thin, ha, ha, ha, we are but 
bree, ha, ha, ha. 

Aim. You're merry, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underſtand 
e World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling: I don't care, 
r, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the Road 
generally ride with a Charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. [Aide 

Cib. I am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 
en upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
enleman of your Figure But truly, Sir, I has got. 
1 a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that I don't care 
*ipeaking Truth to any Man. 

Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary Then I pre- 
ne you're no Captain. 

Giv, Not I, Sir; Captain is a good travelling Name, 
dio 1 take if; it ſtops a great many fooliſh Inquiries 
ut are generally made about Gentlemen that travel; it 
res 2 Man an Air of ſomething, and makes the Draw- 
 ovedient And thus far lam a Captain, and no 
ther, | 
nel. And pray, Sir, v liat is your true Profeſſion ? 
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Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe m upon my Wo 
Sir, Idon't think it ſafe to tell ye. | 
Aim, Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, I commend yo, 


Enter Boniface, 


Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News ? 

Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the Sz 
is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be gad: 
make the third Man, if you wou'd give him leave. 

Aim. What is he? 

Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. 

Aim. A Clergyman! is he really a Clergyman? or. 
it only his travelling Name, as my Friend the Cap: 
has it? 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the .. 
Officers in Town. 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman ? 


Bon. Ves, Sir, born at Bruſſels. N 
Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt! I won't, be ſeen in 
Company, Sir; I have a Value for my Reputation, Sir.; 

Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by our felve;ſ _ 
Can he ſpeak Engliſh, Landlord ? 0 

Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the 8) 
is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's al. 

Aim. Then he has been in England before? 4 

Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, 3! 
Saying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 1: 
talk Latin. | 0 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface. a 

Bon. Not J, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it ſo ve! 
faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. V7 

Aim. Pray, defire him to walk up. we 

Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is. - 

ou þ 
Enter Foigard, Her 
Ar, 


Foig. Saave you, Gentlemens bote. 
Aim. A Frenchman! Sir, your moſt humble Serval lalte 
Foig. Och, dear Joy, I am your moit faithful Soth 
rant, and yours alſho. ut 


ente 
0 
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6. Doctor, you talk very good Ergliſh, but you have 


a mighty Twang of the Foreigner. 

folg. My Engliſh is very well for the vords, but we 
foreigners, you know, cannot bring our Tongues about 
tie Pronunciation ſo ſoon. 
Aim. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this Light. 
A.] Were you born in France, Doctor? 

Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at 
»vſſels: Jam a Subject of the King ot Spain, Joy. 

61. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the Doctors 
sa Stranger. 
Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, Iam of a Nation that 
not eaſily put out of Countenance. 
Aim. Come, Gentlemen, III end the Diſpute— Here, 
ind.ord, is Dinner ready? 
Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying is. 

Aim. Gentlemen pray——that Doo 

Foig. No, no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 

Aim. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide. 
Gih, Ay, av, ſo it i 


[Exit foremoſt, they follow. 
CENE changes to a Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe, 


ar ht zer Archer and Scrub ſinging, and hugging one another; 
Scrub with a Tankard in his Hand, Gipſey liſtning at 
a diſlance. 


derub. Tal, all, Dall Come, my dear Boy—let us 
ne that Song once more. 

Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family: But will 
ou be ſure to keep the Secret? _ 

Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentleman. 
Arch. Tis enough You muſt know then, that my 
ler eis the Lord Viſcount Aimwell; he fought a Duel 
ther Day in London, wounded his Man ſo dangerouſly, 
he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
entleman's Wounds be mortal or not: He never was 
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in this part of England before, fo he choſe to retire « 
this Place, that's all. 

Gib. And that's enough for me. Eri. 

Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter fougn! 

Arch. We never know of our Maſters Quarres. 

Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country herereccin 
a Challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their Wire: 
the Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Tx 
nants, and in half an Hour, you ſhalll have the why 
Country up in Arms. 

Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they h 
no mind for But if you ſhould chance to talk av! 
of this Buſineſs? 

Scrub. Talk! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack « 
holding my Tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a gre 
Family. 

1 4 Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secrets in alf 
milies. | 

Scrub. Secrets, O Lud! — but III ay no more 
Come {it down, we'll make an end of our Tanks 
Here 

Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you 10 
may come to be þetter acquainted ch Here's 50 
Ladies Health; you have three, I think, and to be is 


there muſt be Secrets among 'em. 5 
Scrub. Secrets! Ah! Friend, Friend, I wiſh I h A 
Friend. Sr 
Arch. Am not I your Friend? Come, you and I vi... 
Lo {worn G. thers. Bt u 
Scrub. Shall ? 5 E 
Arch. From this Minute — Give mea Kiſs— . 


now Brother Serub. 
Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell yo! 
Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end —1. 
muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. 
Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth ont. 
Scrub. That Jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt nov 5% 
the C:llar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a! 
ticoat: and I'm dying for Love of her. 


I — 
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Arch, Ha, ha, ha Are you in Love with lier Per- 
11, or her Virtue, Brother Scrub! 

Scrub, 1 ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
Iurable than Beauty; for Virtue holds good with tome 
Yomen long, and many a Day after they have loſt it. 

Arch. In the Country, I grant ye, where no Woman's 
irtue is loſt, till a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
er al to my felt; but I dare not put it upon that Lay, for 
ear of being ſent for a Soldier. Pray, Brother, how 
lo vou Gentlemen in London like that ſame Preiling Act? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub; - Tis the wort that 
rer vras made for us: —Formerly I remember the 
wood Days when we cou'd dun our Maſters for vir Wes, 
rd if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a Va: 1h 

carry'em before a Juſtice ; but now if weta!s of cating, 
hey kave a Warrant for us, and carry us b=io:e tiuce 
ultices. 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; 
dr the Juſtices won't give their own Servants à bad 
xample, Now this is my Misfortune I dare no? 
eak in the Houſe, while that Jade, Gip/zy, dings about 
ken Fury Once I had the better end of the Staff. 

Arch. And how comes the Change now ? 

Scrub. Why, the Mother of all this Miſchicf is a Prieſt, 

Arch, A Prieſt! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Bavyloa, that 
me over hither to ay Grace to the French Officers, and 
at up our Proviſion There's not a Day goes over 
s Head without a Dinner or Supper in this Houſe. 

Arch. Hovy came he ſo familiar in the Family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ipeaks Engliſh as if he had liv d here 
his Life, and tells Lyes as it he had been a Traveller 
om his Cradle. ; 

Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
ſections or your Gipſey. 
Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my Dear Friend 

-For, I'm ofra:d, he has made her a Whore and a 
bent Ris is not all; there's the French Count ard 

O 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sullen, they're in the Confederacy, and for n 4 
private Ends of their own too, to be fare. 

Arch. Avery hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrub; 
fuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 

Scrub. Not that I know— She's the beſt on em, that's 
the Truth on't: But they take care to prevent my Cu- 
rioſity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that I'm aper- WM 
tect Slave What d'yethink is my Place in this Family! 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help you II tell you Of a 
Monday I drive the Coach, of a Tueſday I drive the Plough, Ml, 
on Wedneſday I follow the Hounds, a Thurſday I dun the. 
Tenants, on Friday I go to Market, on Saturday I draw e 
Warrants, and a Sunday I draw Beer. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, vou. 
have enough on't, my dear Brother — But what Ladies 
are thoſe? 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right Hand is Mrs, 
Sullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda Don't mind em, 
ft ſtill, Man 


. 

. 
N. 

„ 


Del 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. I have heard my Brother talk of my Lord 
Aimwell, but they ſay that Lis Brother is the finer Gen 
tleman. 
Dor. That's im poſſible, Siſter. 
Mrs. Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe they ſay. 
Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep inte his Heart 
Ill open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard lay 
that People may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of thei 
Servants ; I cou'd wiſh we might talk to that Fellow. 
Mrs. Sul. So do I; for I think, he's a very pretty Fe. 
low: Come this way, I'll throw out a Lure for him pte. 
ſently. ne 
7 hey walk a turn towards the oppoſite ſide of the Stacey 
Mrs. Sullen drops her Fan, Archer runs, takes it 
and gives it to her. | 
Arch. Corn, Wine and Oil indeed But, I thinkWhe 
the Wite has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and * . » 


PC 


The Beaux Stratagem. 41 


be my Choice Ay, ay, ſay you ſo Madam 
d Your Ladyſhip's Fan. 

rs. Sul. O Sir, I thank you What a handſome Boyy 
de Fellow made 

Dor Bow! Why J have known ſeveral Foormen come 
own from London ſet up here for Dancing-Maſters, and 
;rry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. 

Arch. | Aſide.) That Project, for ought I know, had 

deen better than ours—— Brother Scrub, why don't you 
If Rroduce me? 
"WM $r4b. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Servant 
12 you ſaw at Church to-day; I underſtood he came 
om London, and ſo I invited him to the Cellar, that le 
night ſew me the neweſt Flouriſh in wherting my 
Knives. 


Ls Dor. And J hope you have made much of him? 
arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your Id. 
un rs Liquor is a little too potent for the Conſtitution 6: 


027 humble Servant. 

em prs. Sal. What, then you don't uſually drink Ale. 
Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, or a 
de Wine and Water; 'tis preſcribed me by the Phy- 
jician for a Remedy againſt the Spleen. 

Scrub. O la! O la- A Footman have the Spleen. — 
Mrs. Sul. 1 thought that Diſtemper had been oniy 
oper to People of Quality. 

Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, and 
ſo deſcends to their Servants; tho? in a great many ol 
„ I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy Par- 
cles in the Blood, occaſion d by the Stagnation of 
iges. 

Dor. How affectedly the Fellovr talks How long, 
ay, have you ſerv'd your preſent Maſter ? 
pie Arch. Not long; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in 

he Service of the Lzlics, 
A-. Sul. And pray, which Service do you like beſt ? 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; the Honour of 
TVIng them is ſufficient Wages; there is a Charm in 
Jer Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Commands, 
gives aur Duty the Wings of Inclination. 

108. 94 Mrs, 
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Mrs. Sul. That Flight was above the Pitch of x U 
very; and Sir, wou'd not you be fatisfy'd to (cre z 
Lady again? 

Arch. As Groom of the Chambers, Madam, but nat 
as a Footman. 

Mrs. Sul. J ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before? 

Arch. For that Reajon I wou'd not ſerve in the. 
Poſt again; for my Memory is too weak for the Load 
of Meſlages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 
London: My Lady Howd'ye, the laft Miſtreſs I ſery d, 
call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to 
my Lady A!lnight with my humble Service; tell ker | 
was to wait on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word 
with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Preliminaries of the Afiir 
the knoves of, are ſtopt till we know the Concurrence 
of the Perion that I know of, for which there oe 
Circumſtances wanting which we ſhall accommodate 
ar the old Place; but that in the mean time there is a 
Per ſon about her Lady ſſip, that from ſeveral Hints aal 
Surmi.cs, was acceſſary at a certain time to the Diſar- 
pointments that naturally attend things, that to h. 
Knowledge are of more Importance 

1 . Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir ? 

Arch. Wu, I han't half done The whois 

lowd'ye was about half an Hour long; fo happen 
to miſplace two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and rene 
der'd incapable. 

Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, T ever ſaw.— 
But, Friend, it your Maſter be marry'd, I pretuws 
you ſill ſerve a Lady. 

Asch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into 
a marry'd Family; the Commands of the Aaſter ad 
Miſtrels are always ſo contrary, that 'tis impoilibie to 


pleaſe both. 


Dor. There's a main Point gain d. My Lord is 
not marry'd, I find. Alia. 
Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many good 
Services, you had not a better Provigon made tor you. 


Arch, 


. 
* 
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Arch. 1 don't know how, Madam.— I had a Licute- 
nancy offer'd me three or four times; but that 1s not 
Bread, Madam——1 live much better as I do. 

Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely——lI was thought to 
do pretty well here in the Country till he came; but 
ack a-day, I'm nothing to my Brother Martin. 

Dor. Does he? Pray Sir, will you oblige us with 2 
Song ? 

* Are you for Paſſion or Humour? 

Scrub. O la! He has the pureſt Ballad about a Trific— 

Mrs. Sul. A Trifle! Pray, Sir, let's have it. 

Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: 
But ſince you command me. 

[Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 


E 
* 


we A Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
arg Begun with a Trifle and ended, &c. 


Ars. Sul. Very well, Sir, we're oblig'd to ou 
:p- Woomcthing for a Pair of Gloves. 
þ ; [Offering him Money. 
Arch. 1 humbly beg leave to be excuſed: My Maſter, 
alam, pays me; nor dare I take Money from any 
her Hand, without injuring his Honour, and diſobey- 
10.8 Nag his Commands, Exit. 
nd Dor. This is ſurprizing: Did you ever ſte fo pretty 
ent Bp weli-bred Fellow ? 
dirs. Sul. The Devil take him for wearing that Li- 
—— . 
une Vor. I fancy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, a 
| end of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pirch'd 
into Won for his Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear 
and Wn Company in this Dreſs, and who ten to one was 
- 10 second. | | 
. It is fo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſo.- 
di Mor 1 like him. 
at. Der. What! better than the Count? | 
00) ins. Sl. The Count happen'd to be the moſt agree. 
you. Mn upon the Place; and fo I choſe him to ſerve 
| 07 | pig 
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me in my Deſign upon my Husband — But I fou 
like this Fellow better in a Deſign upon my elf. 

Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with this 
Lord, and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring that 
about? 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! you Country Ladies * no Quar- 
ter, if once you be enter'd! Wou'd you prevent 
their Deſires, and give the Fellows no wiſhing time — 
Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord Aimwell loves you or de- 
ſerves you, he'll find a way to ſee you, and there we 
muſt leave it — My Buſineſs comes now upon the 
Tapi. Have you prepar'd your Brother? 

Dor. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? 

Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 
ſelf, and promis'd to be guided by me: But here hi 
comes. 


Enter Sullen. 


Sul. What finging was that J heard juſt now? 
Mrs. Sul. The ſinging in your Head, my Dear, you 
dom plain'd of it all Day. 
Sul. You're impertinent. 
Mrs. Sul. I was ever ſo, ſince I became one Fleſh with 
ou. 
Sul. One Fleſh ! rather two Carcaſſes join'd unm 
turally together. 
Mrs. Sal. Or rather a living Soul cdupled to a deaf 
Body. 
| Dor: So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 
Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 
Mrs. Sul. And my Husband ſhews you what yoo! 
muſt ſuffer, ry 
Sl. *Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 
Mrs. Sul. Sdeath, why can't you talk? 


Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe? X 
Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe? th 
Sul. Siſter, heark*'e=[W/hiſpers.] I ſha'n't be home Wi 
It be late. | the 


| Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to ye? Fe: 


I 
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Dor. That he wou'd go round the back-way, come 

os the Cloſer, and liſten as I directed him But ler 

iis Ne beg once more, dear Siſter, to drop this Project; forg 

ut WW. told you before, inſtead of awaking him to Kind- 
s, you may provoke him to Rage; and then who 

W. rows how far his Brutality may carry him? 

ent WF \rs. Sul. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant 

— Wo: Bur here comes the Count, vaniſh. 

de- {Exit Dorinda. 


the Enter Count Bellaiy. 


it you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I was not at 
urch this Afternoon ? 
um. Count. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere at 
e he er Low youu dare lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven that are 
xi!ty of jo much killing. 
Mrs. Sul. If Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes with the 
per of killing, the Virtue of making 4 Cure, I hope 
ene may attone for the other. 
jou Count. O largely, Madam, wou d your Ladyſhip be as 
ady to apply the Remedy, as to give the Woun 
eder Madam, I am doubly a Priſoner ; firſt to the 
wich MW: of your General, then to your more conquering 
er; wy firſt Chains are eaſy, there a Ranſom may re- 
unn: n mne, but from your Fetters I never ſhall get free. 
Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir! Why ſhou'd you complain to me 
jour Captivity, who am in Chains my ſelf ? You know, 
, that I am bound, nay, muſt be tied up in that Par- 
lar that might give you eaſe: I am like you, a Pri- 
er of War of War indeed I have given 
role of Honour; won d yon break yours to gain your Li- 


wry ? 


'd 
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This Scene printed in 7:alic, with the entire part 
the Count, was cut out by the Author, after the 
me Wit Night's Repreſentation ; and where he ſhou'd enter 


the laſt Scene ot the fifth Act, it is added to the Part 
Feigard. ; 
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Count. Moſt certainly I wou d, were I a Priſoner among 
the Turks; dis is your Caſe, you're a Slave, Madan, 
Slave to the worſt of Turks; a Husband. 

Mrs. Sul. There lies my Foible, I confeſs ; no Fortifca- 
tions, no Courage, Conduct, nor Vigilancy, can pretend tq 
2 a Place, where the Cruelty of th. Governor force 
the Garriſon to Mutiny. 

Count. And where de Beſieger is reſolv d to die befor 
de Place Here will I fix; | Kneels] with Tear, 
Vows, and Prayers, aſſault your Heart, and never riſe till 
you ſurrender ; or if I muſt ſtorm “Love and St. Mis 
chae! And fo I begin the Attack 

Mrs. Sul. Stand off, Sure he hears me not. 
And I cou d almoſt wiſh=———he did not ———the Fel. 
low makes Love very prettily. [ Aſide.) But, Sir, why 
ſhow" = pur ſuch a Value upon my Perſon, when you 
ſee it deſpis d 7 one that knows it Fo much better ? 

Count. He knows it not, tho he poſſeſſes it; if he but 
knew the Value of the Fewel he is Maſter of, he woul 
always wear it next his Heart, and ſleep with it in hi 
Arms. 

. Mrs. Sul. But ſince he throws me unregarded from 
im.— 

Count. And one that kłnoms your Value well, come 
by, and takes you up, is it not Fuſtice? 

Goes to lay hold of her. 


Enter Sullen with his Sword drawn. 


Sal. Hold, Villain, hold. 

Mrs. Sul. [Preſenting a Piſtol.] Do you hold? 

Sul. hat] Murther your Husband, to defend your 
Bully? 

Airs. Sul. Bully! For ſhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies wen 
long Swords , the Gentleman has none; he's a Priſoner, 
you know——1 was aware of your Outrage, and prepar 4 
this to receive your Violence; and, if occaſion were, i 
preſerve my ſelf againſt the Force of this other Gentle 
man. 

Count. O Madam, your Eyes be better Fire- Arms than 
your Piſtol, they never miſs, by 

dul. 
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Sul. What ! court my Wife to my Facs ! 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your Fury 
„ a Minute. 

Sul. To give time to invent an Excuſe. 

Mys. Sul. I =_ none. Hable of Your 

Sul. No, for I Heard e of your Diſcourſe. 

Count. Pry And Age, I Tank de 5 was vera 


retty. 
; 12 Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſomething of 
your own Barbarity ? 

Sul. Barbarity ! Oons what does the Woman call Bar- 
tarity? Do I ever meddle with you ? 

Mys. Sul. No. 

Sul. As for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 

Count. 4h, begar, ſo muſt J. 

Sul. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger pra 
reeds from any Concern I have for your Honour, but for 
my own; and if you can contrive any way of being 4 
Whore without making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome, 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I thank you kindly, you wor'd allow me 
the Sin, but rob me of the Pleaſure—— No, no, I'm reſol- 
ved never to venture upon the Crime, without the Satis- 
faction of ſeeing you puniſh'd for t. 

Sul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear ? Let any 
Body elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for I 
mortally hate his whole Generation. Exit. 

Count. Ah, Sir, that be angrateful, for begar, I love 
ſome of jours; Madam [ Approaching her. 

Airs, Sul. No, Sir 

Count. No, Sir — Garzoon, Madam, I am not your 
Husband. 

Mrs. Sul. *Tis time to undeceive you, Sir; I beliew'd 
your Addreſſes to me were no more than an Amuſement, 
au I hope you will think the ſame of my Complaiſance; 
and to convince you that you ought, you muſt know, 
that I brought you hither, only to make you inſtrumental 
uu ſetting me right with my Husband, for he was planted 
fo liſten by my Appointment. 

Count. By your Appointment ? 

Mrs. Sul. Certainly ! 


Count, 
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Count. And fo, Madam, while I was telling twenty 


Stories to part you from your Husband, begar, I v 


bringing you together all the while. 
Mrs. Sul. I ask your Pardon, Sir, but ] hope this will 
give you & Taſte of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 
Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, but 
Garxoon, your Honeſte be vera little, 


Enter Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 

Count. Angry! Fair Dorinda | Sings Fair Dorinda the 
Opera Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda.) Madam, whe; 
your Ladyſhip wants a Fool, ſend for me, Fair Dorinda 
Revenge, c. Exit. 

Mrs . Sul. There goes the true Humour of his Nation, 
Reſentment with good Manners, and the height of Ang» 
in a Song— Well, Siſter, you muſt be Fudge, for you have 
beard the Trial. 

Dor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 

Mrs. Sul. But I muſt bear the Puniſument.— Ti; 
bard, Siſter. 

Dor. I own it——but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! The Cant of Cuſtom— Providence 
ſends no Evil without a Remedy——ſhou'd I lie grœauiig 
under a Yoak I can ſhake off, I were acceſſary to my Rus, 
and my Patience were no better than Self- Murther. 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Yoke———— 1 


Diviſions don't come within the Reach of the Law, fey a 


Divorce. 

Mrs. Sul. Law ! What Law can ſearch into the remote 
Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove the unac- 
countable Diſaffettions of Wedlock Can a Fury ſum up 
the endleſs Averſions that are rooted in our Souls, or can 
a Bench give Fudgment upon Antipathies ? 

Dor. They never pretended, Sifter ; they never medlle, 
but in caſe of Uncleanneſs. 5 

Mrs. Sul. Uncleanneſs ! O Siſter ! Caſual Violation is 
a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair d, but can 
radical Hatreds 5 ever reconcil d No, no, Siſter, Na 
ture is the firſt Lawgiver, and when ſhe has ſet 33 b 
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geoſte, not all the golden Links of Wedlock, nor Iron Ma- 
acles of Law can keep em faſt. 


Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be; 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 

As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
View all the Works of Providence above, 

The Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 

The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know, 1 
| All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 

da Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of Art Divine, 
Be doom'd in endleſs Diſcord to repine ? 

No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that Surm:ie, 
Omnipotence is juſt, were Man but wile. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


te A. . 

. SCENE continues. 

r Enter Mrs. Sullen. 

uus. 8. ER E I born an humble Turk, where 


Women have no Soul nor Property, 
there I muſt ſit contented But in England, a 
17 Country whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Women be 

abus d? Where Women rule, muſt Women be enſlav'd ? 
Nay, cheated into Slavery? mock'd by a Promiſe of 
comfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude: 
| dare not keep the Thought about me——O! here 
comes ſomething to divert me 


Enter à Country Woman. 
Wor. I come, a'n't pleaſe your Ladyſhip—you're my 
: Lady Beuntiful, a'n't ye? | Mrs, 
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Mrs. Sul. Well, good Woman, go on. 

Wom. I come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cue 
for my Husband's ſore Leg. 

Mrs. Sul. Your Husband! What, Woman, cure your 
Husband! 

Mom. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let hin 
ſtir from home. 

Mrs. Sul. There, I confeſs, you have given me 
Reaſon. Well, good Woman, I'll tell you what you 
muſt do——You mult lay your Husband's Leg upon: 
Table, and with a Chopping-Knife you muſt bo 
Open as broad as you can, then you muſt take out the 
Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rowling-pin, 
then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace and Ginger, ſome 
Sweet-Herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then roll it up 
like Brawn, and put it into the Oven for two Hours, 

Hom. Heaven reward your Ladyſnip I have two 
little Babies too that are pitious bad with the Graips, 
a'n't pleaſe ye. 

Mrs. Sul. Put a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 
good Woman. [ Enter Lady Bountiful. } I beg your 
Ladyſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out of your 
Hands, I have been a tampering here a little with one 
of your Patients. 

I. Boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad 
Creature; I am the Perſon that you want, I ſuppoſe— 
What wou'd you have, Woman? 

Mrs. Sul. She wants ſomething for her Husband's 
ſore Leg. | 

L. Boun. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody? 

Hom. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a fort of 
Dizzineſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineis 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke our, and then it 
{well'd, and then it clos'd again, and then it broke on 
again, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, 
and then it grew worſe again. 

Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Boun. How can you be merry with the Misfa- 
tunes of other People? * 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. Becauſe my own make me fad, Madam. 
"i L. Bonn. The worſt Reaſon in the World, Daughter; 
jour own Misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others. 

Mrs. Sul. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine 
un nothing alike; her Husband is ſick, and mine, alas! 

iin Health. I 

L. Boun. What! wou'd you wiſh your Husband ſick ? 
Mrs. Sul. Not of a fore Leg of all things. 
you 

L. Bow, Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get 

your Belly full of Victuals, then IIl give you a Receipt 

e Der- drink for your Husband But d'ye hear, 

] rf you muſt not let your Husband move too 
nuch. 

Hom. No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinable 

nough to lie ſtill. [ Exit. 

L. Boun. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho' you laugh, I 
we done Miracles about the Country here with my 
Receipts. 

Ms Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
ody; but I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
uther toward the Miracle than your Preſcriprion. 

L. Boun. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes; but there's 

our Husband, who has as little Fancy as any body, I 
2 rought him from Death's Door. ; : 

Mrs. Sul. J ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 

entitully of Aſs's Milk. 


ds Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News. 


Enter Archer running. 


n it ch. Where, where is my Lady Bount ful. 
out F, which is the old Lady of you three? 

trer, L. Bonn. 1 am. | ; 

Arch. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's Cha- 
ty, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 
Iravwn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in 
calf of my untortunate Maſter, who is this Moment 
reathing his laſt, 


L. Jon. 
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L. Boun. Your Maſter! where is he? 

Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Appez. 
rance of your handſome Houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the Cour:. 
Yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort of! 
know not what; but down he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Boun. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my Eafr. 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring 
him in quickly, quickly. 

Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 
Charitable Act. 

L. Boun. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently —— I have known 
him have five or fix of a Night. 

L. Boun. What's his Name? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's Care 
or Neglect may ſave or deſtroy his Life. 

L. Boun. Ah, poor Gentleman! Come, Friend, ſhew 
me the way; I'll ſee him brought in my ſelf. 

[Exit with Archer, 

Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely, I 
can hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Sul. And Ill lay my Life he deſerves your Af 
ſiſtance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you? Loves 
his Diſtemper, and you muſt be the Phyſician ; put on 
all your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes, 
plant the whole Artillery of your Looks againſt his 
Breaſt, and down with him. 

Dor. O, Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhould recoil, and 
hurt my ſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot befor? 
you, it you will. 

Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your Mark 
ſo unfortunately, that I ſha'n't care for being inſtructed 


by you. 


Enter 


ptr 
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t:ter Aimwell in a Chair, carryd by Archer and Scrub, 
Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwell counterfeiting a 
$8003. 


L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops— 
Gipſey, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fir's very ſtrong. 
Bleſs me, how his Hands are clinch'd. 

Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
zou help us? Pray, Madam, [ To Dorinda] take 
lis Hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 
Head. [Dorinda takes his Hand. 

Dor. Poor Gentleman——Oh——he has got my Hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 

L. Boun. *Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 

Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſleſs'd in theſe Ca- 
z——he'll bite you if you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my Hand! my Hand ! 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl? I 
wy got this Hand open you ſee with a great deal of 
eaſe. 

Arch. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 
ſomewhat warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat 
of it draws the Force of the Spirits that way. 

Mrs. Sul. I find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe 
fort of Fits. 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often trou- 
ted with them my ſelf; I find my {ſelf extreamly ill 
a this Minute. [Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sul. [Afſede.] I fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 
you. 

L. Bon. His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam, 
Lady, open his Breaſt and give him Air. 

L. Boun. Where did his Illneſs take him firſt, pray? 

Arch. To-day at Church, Madam. 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 
touch'd with ſomething in his Eyes, which at the firſt, 


he only felt, but cou'd not tell whether 'twas Pain, or 
Pleaſure. 


Pray, young 


L. Bous. 


— > 
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L. Boun. Wind, nothing but Wind. 

Arch. By ſoft Degrees it grew and mounted to hi; 
Brain, there his Fancy caught it; there form'd it 5 
beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Co- 
lours, that his tranſported Appetite ſeiz d 1 fair Iden, 
and ſtraigkt convey d it to his Heart. That hoſpitabe 
Seat of Life ſent all its ſanguine Spirits forth to meet it, 
and open'd all its ſluicy Gates to take the Stranger in. 

L. Boun. Your Maſter ſhou'd never go without 1 
Bottle to ſmell to———Oh! he recoveis 
the Lavender-Water———ſome Feathers to burn under 
his Nole——Hungary-Water to rub his Temple 
O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, Sir, gem 
Gipſey, bring the Cordial- Water. 

[Aimwell ſeems to awake in amade. 

Dor. How do you, Sir? 

Aim, Where am 1? Ri 
Sure I have paſs'd the Gulph of ſilent Death, 
And now am landed on the Elyſian Shore 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 

Fair Preſerpine—let me adore thy bright Divinity. 
Nreels to Dorinda, and kiſſes her Hand. 

Mrs. Sul. So, io, ſo, I knew where the Fit ond 
end, 

Aim. Eurydice perhaps—— 

How. cou'd thy Orpheus keep his Word, 

And nor look back upon thee; 

No Treaſure but thy ſelf cou'd ſure have briv'd him 
To look one Minute off thee. 

L. Boun. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 

Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 

Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 

Arch. Yes, my Lord Hoy does your Lordſhip ? 

L. Boun. Lord! did you mind that, Girls? 

Aim. Where am I? 

Arch. In very good Hands, Sir — You were taken 
Juſt now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, 
Juſt by this good Lady's Houſe; her Ladyſhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to you! 
ſelf, as you ſee 


Aim. 


&s +4 - * 
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Aim. Tam ſo confounded with Shame, Madam, that 
| can now only beg Pardon And refer my 
Acknowledgments for your Ladyſhip's Care, till _—_ 
portunity offers of making ſome amend I dare 
no longer troubleſome — Martin, give two Guineas to 
the Servants. [ Going, 

Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
the Air; you don't look, Sir, as it you were perfectly 
recover'd, 

Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb ſhew. 

Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent IIl- 
nels is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to my 
Grave, 

Mrs. Sul. Don't deſpair, Sir; I have known ſeveral in 
your Diſtemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's Phy lick. 

L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling me, 
that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the Air—Ycur 
good Manners ſha'n't get the better of our. — Lou ſhall 
lit down again, Sir: Come, Sir, we don't mind 
Ceremonics in the Country Here, Sir, my Service 
7e ou ſhall talte my Water; tis a Cordial I can 
ature you, and of my own making Drink it off, Sir : 
[Aimwell drinks.] And how dye find your elf now, Sir? 

Aim. Somewhat better —tho' very faint ſtill. 

L. Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe Fits, 


Come, G::1s, you ſhall fly:w the Gendleman the Houte ; 


tis bu! an old Famiy-Building, Sir; but you had better 
walk Hut, and cool by degrees, than venture immediate- 
ly into he Air You'll find ſome tolcrable Pictures 


| —=Jorinda, ſhew the Gentlementhe way. [ Exit. ] I muſt 


go 72 !ne poor Woman below. 

Lor. This way, Sir. 

Aim. Ldics ſhall T beg leave for my Servant to wait on 
vou, for h- unleritands Pictures very well. 

Mrs. Sul Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he 


does Pict n iv 12 may come along. 


Ex. M. Mrs. Sull. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 


Euer Fo gard and Scrub, meeting. 


T g. Save you, Maſter Scrub. : 
Scrub 
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Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way — I hate a Pic: 
J abhor the French, and I defy the Devil—Sir, I'm a 194 
Briton, and will ſpill the laſt diop of my Blood to keepgy 
Popery and Slavery. | 

Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Politich 
and foI wou'd be ipeaking with Mrs. Gipſcy. 

Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you cant ſpeak with her; #; 
fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; {he's—=dead two Month 
ago, Sir. 


Euter Gipſey. 


Gip. How now, Impudence! How dare you talk 5 
ſaucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; forthe 
common People of England are not ſo civil to Stranger; 
* — 

Scrub. You lye, you lye—'tis the common Peoy: 
ſuch as you are, that are civilleſt to Strangers 

Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind to Get you out. 
fay! 

Scrub. I won't! 

Gip. You wo'n't, Sauce-box——Pray, Doctor, whats 
the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 

Scrub. The Captain! ah, the Devil, there ſhe hamper 
me again;—the Captain has me on one ſide, and the Pric!. 
on t'other :——So between the Gown and Sword, I har! 
a fine time on't But, Cedant Arma Toge. | Going, 

67. What, Sirrah, wo'n't you march? 

Scrub, No, my Dear, I won't march but III wal 
And I'll make bold toliſten a little too. 


[ Goes behind the Side- Scene, and lion. 
Gip. Indecd, Doctor, the Count has been barbarouli 


treated, that's the truth on't. | 

Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, u my Shoul, now Gra, b 
Complainings would moility the Marrow in your Bones 
and move the Bowels of your Commiſeration ; he vec}; 


and hedances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he laughs } 


and he ſtamps, and he ſings: In Conran Mays he's at- 

flited, à la Frangois, ps. a Stranger wou'd. not kno 
whider to cry, orto laugh with him. 

Gib. What wou'd you have me do, Doctor? 1 
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Foig. Noting, Joys but only hide the Count in Mrs. 


gullen's Cloſet, when it is dark. 

Gib. Nothing! Is that nothing? It wou'd be both a 
sin and a Shame, Doctor. 

Foig. Here is twenty e for your Shame; 
and Iwill give you an Abſolution for the Shin. 

Gib. But won't that Money look like a Bribe? 

Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk i. If you 
receive the Money before hand, twill be Logice, a Bribe; 
but if you ſtay till afterwards, twill be only a Gratifica- 
tion. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, I'll take it Logicè.— But what 
muſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir? 

Foig. Leave dat wid me, Joy; I am your Prieſt, Gra; 
and your Conſcience is under my Hands, 
Git. Butſhou'd I put the Count into the Cloſet —— 

Foig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a Clo- 
ſet? one may goto Prayers in a Cioſhet. 

Gip. Bur it the Lady ſhou'd come into herChamber and 
goto Bed ? 

Foig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy? 

Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 

Foig. Vel den the Parties muſt be refponſable. 
Do you be gone after putting the Count in the Clo» 
er; and leave the Shins wid themſelves I will come 
with the Count to inſtruct you in your Chamber. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your Religion is io pure —Methinks 
I'm ſo eaſy after an Abſolution, and can fin atreſh with o 


much Security, that I'm reſolv'd todie a Mertyr to't.— 


ay. when *ris late 


1 


Here's the Key of the Garden- door; come in the back- 
I'll be ready to receive you; 
but don't ſo much as whiſper,only take hold of my Hand; 


I lead you, and do you lead the Count, and follow 
me. | Exeunt. 


3 


Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps of 


There's rwenty 


the Devil been a hatching here ? 


ewidores ; 1 heard that, and faw the Purſe : But J mutt 


Enter 


Bre room to my Betters. 
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Enter Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making Love in dun; 
Shew———Mys Sull. and Archer. 


Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, [To Archer.] how d'ye like thy 
Piece? 


Arch. O, tis Leda——You find, Madam, how Ju, br 
came diſguis'd to make Love Ar 
Mrs. Sul. But what think you there of Alexandu unt 
Battels? s Sal 


Arch. We want only a Le Brun, Madam, to du geri 
greater Battels, and a greater General of our own—Tiz 
Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure in a bi. 
ture than the Granicus; and we have our Ramelies to mach 
their Arbela. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Corne 
there ? 

Arch. O, Madam, tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 

Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? 

Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam, [ Bowing.] Hu 
Mistortune touches me. 

Mrs. Sul. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours? 

Arch. There he has left us in the dark He was tu 
much a Gemleman to tell. 

Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him? 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, Ienvy him. Ar 

Mrs. Sul. How d'ye like that Venus over the Chimne) 

Arch, Venus! 1 proteſt, Madam, I took it for you Fo, 
Picture; but now 1 look again, 'tis not handiome enough A 

Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery! if you wou: 
ſee my Picture, there it is, over that Cab inet Hos 


d'yelike it? 1 
Arch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has t 4. 
leaſt Reſemblance of you But methinkss Madahgol 
[ He looks at the Picture and Mrs. Sullen three or feu 3c 
times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it? igh 
Mrs. Sul. A famous Hand, Sir. Men 
Here Aim well and Dorinda ge 4 

Arch. A famous Hand, Madam: Your Eyes, . 


deed, are featur'd there; but where's the ſparkling Moi 
ture, ſtuning Fluid, in which they fwim ? The Pictur 
[ih 
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indeed, has your Dimples; but where's the Swarm of 
ling Cupids that ſhou'dambuſh there? The Lips too are 
gur d out: but where's the Carnation Dew, the pouting 
uipeneſs that tempts the Taſte in the Original? 

Mrs. Sul. Had it been my Lot to have match'd with 
ſuch a Man! [ Aſide. 
| Arch. Your Breaſts too; preſumptuous Man! What! 
aint Heaven! Apropo, Madam, inthe very next Picture 
s Salmonens, that was ſtruck dead with Lightning, for 

'Wfcring to imitate Fove's Thunder; I hope you ſerv d the 
Painter ſo, Madam. 
Mrs. Sul. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
Nou'd employ their Lightning better. 
Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room, Madam ; I 
uppoſe tis your Ladyſhip's Bed-Chamber ? 
Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? 
Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever I faw 
I can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 
igures of the Embroidery : Will you give me leave, 
ladam ? 
Mrs. Sul. The Devil take his Impudence — Sure, if I 
ve him an Opportunity, he durſt not efter it——1 have 
great mind to try.——| Going. Returns.) 'Sdeath, What 
| doing ? And alone too. Siſter, Siſter. 
Arch. Vil follow her cloſe 


_ 
2 
— 
— 


Poe where a French- man dt attempt to ſlorim, 
g 4 Briton, ſure, may well the Work perform. {| Going. 


Exter Scrub. 


I $1146. Martin, Brother Martin. 
Arch. O Brother Scrub, 1 beg your Pardon, I was not 
going: Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. | 
Scrub. A Guinea; hi, hi, hi, a Guinea! eh by this 
ight it is a Guinea; but I ſuppole you expect one and 
Nen; Shil:ings in change. 
Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gip/ey. 

WW 51445. A Guinea for her! Fire and Faggot tor the Witch. 
dir, give me that Guinca,, and Fi diicover a Plot. 
Arch. A Plot! 
Vor. II. P Serus 
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Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Pot. Firſt, it m. Fl 
be a Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Second] y, 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: Third 


mult be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't. * : 
Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe I don't know wiz: | 
to make on't. 
Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scy:, - 
Scrub. Truly I'm afraid fo too; for where theres 11. 
Prieſt and a Woman, there's al ways a Myſtery and a Ri. ＋ 
dle- This, I know, that here has been the Doctor Fe! 
with a Temptation in one hand, and an Abſolution inthe ge 
other, and Gipſey has ſold her ſelf ro the Devil; I faw te. 
Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall! take _ Oath ont. 45 
Arch. And is all this Buſtle about Gip/ey 1 
Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear — 2 Word here and Fo 
there; but I remember they mention d a Count, a Clotr Wl, : 
a Back-door, anda Key. p ef 
Arch. The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Salla MW * D 
Scrub. I did hear ſome word that ſounded that wa, 17 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not di ar 
tinguiſh. \ 
Arch. You have told this Matter to no body, Brother? Iro, 
Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; Im = 
jolv'd never to ſpeak one Word pro nor con, till we ha ©. 
a Peace. has 2 
Arch. You're i'th' right, Brother Scrub; here's a Trex 
a- foot between the Count and the Lady. The Pries " 
and the Chamber-maid are Plenipotentiaries It 3... 
go hard, but J find a way to be included i in the Treaty es 
Where's the Doctor, now? * F 
Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment deyouring m1 Cu 
I. ady's Marmalade in the Cloſer. £ Do 
Aim. From without] Martin, Martin! - M, 
Arch. I come, Sir, I come. + 


Scrub. But you forget the other Guinea,Brgſher Martin. 
Arch, lere I gireicwithall my Heart. 
$cr145, And I take it with all my Soul. FF Exernt ſet 
NN Gipſy ; at 
e two Guinea 


ry.) I'cod, IIA ſpoil your potting, 
if you thou'd ſet the Captain upon me, oo 


wid buy mc off. — ( Ext 
Ent 
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Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 


Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter, 

Dor. And well, Siſter. 

Mrs. Sul. What's become of my Lord? 

Dor. What's become of his Servant ? 

Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and à finer 
Gentleman by fifty degrees than his Maſter, 

Dor. O my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
Felow at the Gailows- foot. 

Mrs. Sul. O' my Conſcience I cou'd, provided I cou'd 
put a Friend of yours in his room? 

Dor. You detir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs d the Bounds of Honour. 

Mrs: Sul. Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl What 
loſt mean? You can't think of the Man without the 
Bedfellow, I find. 

Dor. Idon't find any tlung unnatural in that Thought; 
vhile the Mind is converſant with Fleſhand Blood, it muſt 
ontorm to the Humours of the Company. 

Mrs, Sul. How a little Love and Converſation im- 
prove a Woman ! Why, Child, you begin to live——you 
never ſpoke betore. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never {poke to before: My Lord 
has told me, that I have more Wir and Beauty than any 
my Sex; and truly I begin to think the Man is fincere. 

Mrs. Su. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 
Lite of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread; and 
esa Fool that won't believe a Man there, as much as 
de that believes him in any thing elſe——Burt I'll lay you 
Guinea, that I had finer things {aid to me than you had. 

Dor. None——W hat did your Fellow ſay to ye? 

Mre. gal. My Fellow took the Picture of Vers for 
Nine. 

Dor. But my Lover took me for Teas her lf. 

rs. Sul. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd mea 
ers irectly, I ſhou'd have believ'd him a Footman ins 
00:! carneſt. | 

Dor. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 

Is. dl, And mine was upon his Tiptocs rome. 


P 2 Der. 
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Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 
Mrs. Sul. Ay, ay, mine had his moving things too. 
Dor. Mine Kkiisd my Hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine ofter'd Marriage. 
Mrs. Sul. O Lard ! D'ye call that a moving thing! 
Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Siſter; 
Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding 
here this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome o. 
ill natur'd Clown like yours: Whereas, if I mam, 
my Lord Aimwell, there will be Title, Place and Prece. s. 
dence, the Park, the Piay, and the Drawing-Room, Splen- 
dor, Equipage, Noiſe, and Flambeaux.——Hey, my Lat; MW.” 
Aimwell's Servants there Lights, Lights to the Stair 
My Lady Aimwell's Coach, put for ward Stad 
by; make room for her Ladyſſip Are not theſe thing: WM Di. 
moving? What! melancholy of a ſudden? þ 
Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy Siſter! Your Angel has been ing 
watchful for your Happineſs, whilſt mine has flept re- and 
gardleſs of his Charge Long ſmiling Years of circling ¶ Cir 
ſoys for you, but not one Hour for me! Hiet. Nui 
Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elle. P 
Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, I own my ſelfa Woman, full of or 
my Sex, a gentle, | apr Soul, — ——ealy and yielding Hare 
to ſoft Deſires; a ſpacious Heart, where Love and allhMo'ch' 
Train might lodge: And muſt the fair Apartment of mi 
Breaſt be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in? Doo 
Dor. Meaning your Husband, I ſuppoſe? 4 
Mrs. Sul. Husband! No, —Even Husband is too for: C 
Name for him But come, I expect my Brother her:Mthc « 
to- night or to-morrow); he was abroad when my Fathe 4. 


marry'd me; perhaps hel find a way to make me eaiy. Whetyy 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf cay in tie 
meantime with my Lord's Friend? away 


Mrs. Sul. You miſtake me, Siſter It happens w! Ai. 
us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the greac:}Wur-li 
J Cowards: and there's a Reaſon tor it; thoſe Sp:ri"MWut n 


* evaporate inPrattle, which might do more Miſchict i 
hes 
rhes 
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they took another Courſe Tho', to confeſs the Truth. 
dolove that Fellovy; And it 1 met him dreſt as 
he ſhould be, and I undreſt as I ſhou'd be — oO e. 
siſter, J have no ſupernatura! Gifts; I can't {wear 1 
cou'd reſiſt the Temptation, —tho'I can ſately promite 
to avoid it; and that's as much as the beit of us can do. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 


Arch. And the awkard Kindneſsof the good Mother!y 
o Gentle woman 

Aim. And the coming Ealincfs of the young one — 
Sdcath, 'tis pit y to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, it you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
waere you are. 

Aim I can't ſtop; for I love her to Diſtraction. 

Arch, *Sdceath, it you love her a Hau's breadth beyond 
Ditcrerion, you muſt go no farther. 

Aim, Well, well, any thing todeliver us from ſaunter- 
Ingavray our idle Evenings at M Hite's, Tom's, or I1"il!'s, 
and be ſtinted to bear looking at our old Acquaintance, the 
Cards becauſe our impotent Pockets can't aftord us 
Guinca for the mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be 1 to ſome Purſe- proud Coxcomb 


for a ſcandalous Bottle, vrhere we muſt not pretend to our 


ſtare of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our Club 
och Reckoning: Damn it, I had rather ſpunge upon 
Morris, and ſup upon a Diſhof Bohee ſcor'd behind the 
Door. 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
C:iticiims, as we ſhould our want of Money by railing at 
de Government. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
petween both Houles ſteal two Acts of a Play; and be- 

zuſe we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 
ay diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 

Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally Tricks ——had we 
Þut-liv'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance. 

ut now 


F 3 Arch. 
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Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this Str 
while the Iron is hot This Prieſt is the luc kieſt p 
ot our Adventure; He ſhall marry you, and pimp for me 

Aim. But I ſhould not like a Woman that can be ſo ton: m 
of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law; the Lady mr Ml ki 
he in Diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe has a confounded Husband, ang 
her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love 
gad. have ſo good an Opinion of her, and of my {;, 
that ] begin to fancy ſtrange things; and we muſt {ay ti do 
tor the Honour of our Women, and indeed of our ice; 
hat they do ſtick to their Men, as they do to their Maga an 
Varta. If the Plot lies as I ſuſpect.— 1 muſt pg ve 
on the Gentleman. hut here comes the Doctor: 
ia. be ready. | E, o. 


Enter Foigard. 

Toig. Sauve you, noble Friend. ſer 

Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may I cya m. 
eur Name? 

Feig. Fat Naam is upon me? My Naam is Foigard Jo, 6: 

Aim. Foigard! A very good Name for a Clergyracr 
P:ay, Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ireland: 

Foig. Ireland! No, Joy '!S——PFat fort of Pl:ace isc: 
uam /reland? Dey fay de People are catch'd dere wit 
dey are young. f 

Aim. And ſome of em here when they're old ;—:! 
Example. [ Takes Foigard 6y the Shoulder.] Sir, I a: 
ou as a Traytor againſt the Government; you're 2 88. 
ect of England, and this Morning ſhew'd me a Con 
miſſion by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in the Freu 
army: This is Death by our Law, and your Revere 
mutt hang for'r, 

Feig. Upon my Shoul, noble Friend, dis is ſtrange Nev 
you tell me, Fader Foigard a Subject of England: © 
Son ot a Burgomaſter of Bruſſels a Subject ot En glan. 
U booboc 

Aim. The Son of a Bog: trotter in Ireland; Sir, you 
* gue will condemn you before any Bench inthe N 

On. 


NC: 


an 


ne 
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Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy, ? 

Aim. That's enough. | 

Foig. No, no, Joy, for I will never ſpake Engliſh no 
more. 

Aim. Sir, I have other Evidence — Here Martin, you 
know this Fellow. 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. [In a Brogue| Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, hover. 
does your Health ? 

Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoule dere is my Countryman. 
and nis Brogue will hang mine. [ Aſide.] Mynhere, Ick wet 
eat watt hey zacht, Ich Univ erſton ewe neat, ſacramant. 

Aim. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
ow knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 

Foig. Faaſh! Fey, is dere a Brogue upon my Faaſn too? 

Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere iſh Joy But, Cui- 
len Mackſhane, vil you not put a Remembrance upon 
me. 

Foig. Mackſhane ! By St. Paatrick, dat iſh my Naame 
{.ure enough. [ 4j19e, 

Aim. I fancy Archer, you have it. 

Foig. The Devil hang you, Joy. 
tince are you my Cuſlen? 

Arch. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy ; you know 
vie were little Boys togeder upon de School, and vour 
tolter-Moder's Son was marry'd upon my Nurſc's Chiſter, 
ſoy, and fo we are Iriſh Cuſfens. 

Foig De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
School was it? 

Arch. I think it vas——Aay.—'twas Tipperary. 

Foig. Now, upon my Shoul, Joy, it was Kilkenny. 

Aim. That's enough for us Self- Confeſſion- 
Come, Sir, we mult deliver you into the Hands of the 
next Magiſtrate. 

Arch. He ſends you to Gaol, you're try'd next Aſſizes, 
and away you go {wing into Purgatory. 

Foig. And is it ſo wid you, Cuſlen? 

Arch. It vil be ſho wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 
mediately confefs the Secret between you and Mrs. 

P 4 Gipſe 


By fat Acquain- 
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your Choice. 

Foig. The Gallows! Upon my Shoul I hate that 1-4; 
Gallows, for it is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our Family... 
Vel, den, there is nothing, Shentlemens, but Mrs. 8g 
wou'd ipaak wid the Count in her Chamber at Ai. 
night, and dere is no harm, Joy, for I am to conduct e 
Count to the Plaſh my thelf. 

Arch. As 1 guets'd Have you communicated th: 
Natter to the Count? 

Foig. 1 have not ſheen him ſince. 

Arch. Right agen; why then, Doctor; 
conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 

Foig. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my Shou!, pr, 
da: 5100 much upon the Brogue. 

Arch. Come, come, Doctor; conſider we have 20: 1 
Nope about your Neck, and it you offer to ſqueak, we. 
top your Wind-Pipe, molt certainly; we fhall have ano. 
ther Job for you ina Day or two, I hope. 

Aim. Here's Company coming this way, let's into mz 
(Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther. 

Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. [ Exeunt, 

Fog. Arra the Deviltaake our Relaſhion. 


Look e, Sir, the Gallovys or the Secret. 


you H. 


Futer Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Door, 
Gibbet at the oppoſite. 

Gio, Well, Gentlemen, 'tis a fine Night for our Enter- 

rize. 

Hounſ. Dark as Heil. 

Bag. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord here hu. 
ſew'd us the Window where we muſt break in, aud 
tells us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcoat Cupboard in the 
Parlour. 

Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag ſhot, as the Saying is, Knives and 
Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and Tankards 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near upon 33 
big as me; it was a Preſent to the Squire from his God- 
mother, and ſmells of Nutmeg and Toaſt, like an Cal. 
India Ship. 

Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the Stair-head. 


0% 
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Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying is At one 
end of the Gallery lies my Lady Boxntiful and her 
Daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Sullen. As for the 
Squne. 


Gib. He's fafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 


he's more than halt Seas over alrcady But ſuch a 
I Parcel of Scoundrels are got about him now, that, I gad, 
luis aſham'd to be teen in their Company. 
Bon. Tis now Twelve, as the Saying is — Gentlemen, 
ou mult ſet out at One. 
ib. Hounſlow, do you and Bagſhor ſee our Arms fix'd, 
and I'll come 10 you pi elently. 


Hounf. and Bag. We will. [ Exeunt. 
Cib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub is 
Coward. | 


Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is 
\ WW Crearure to deal with but the Ladies. 
#1 619. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's 2 great deal 
o- i of Addreis and good Manners in robbing a I .ady; I am 
the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travelied the 
Road——Bur, my dear Bonny, this Prize willbea Galleon, 
a 17co Buſineis I warrant you we fha!! bring off three 
or tout thouſand Pound. 

Bon. In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the Saying is, yon 
may. 

Gio, Why then, Tyburn, I dety thee; II get up to 
Town. fell oft my Horſe and Arms, buy ws ele, 
pretty Employment in the Law, and be as ſuug ang 
honett as er a long Gown of em all. 

Fen, And what think you then of my Daughter C 
nas ra Wite ? g 
nd 6:5, Look'e my dear Fonmy Cherry is the GE 
the (©! ore, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim that My 

[ind Wife ſhould never have it in then povrr to ene 
nd one another; for if they ſliou'd, the Lord have uri wh 
— WF =bch | 


You'll have no 
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SODORSDEDONDDEODESINC 
ATTY, ; 


SCENE cominues. Knocking vit heut. 


Enter Boniface. 

Bon. Oming, coming A Coach and ſix foamine N 
Horſes at this time o' Night! Some grer 

Man, as the Saying is, for he ſcorns to travel with 


other People. 8 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 2 

Sir Ch. What, Fellow! A publick Houſe, and a-, 
when other People ſleep ? 


Bon. Sir, I a'n't a-bed, as the Saying is. 

Sir CH. I fee that, as the Saying is! Is Mr. Sllens 
Family a- bed, think'e? 

Bon. All but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Saving? 
ts, he's in the Houſe. ; c 

Sir Ch. What Company has he? bel 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the br 
Exciſeman, the hunch- back d Barber, and two or tare +; n, 


other Gentlemen. | 8 
Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the true cf * 
Picture ot her Spouſe. lun 
(ou 

Enter Sullen drunk. ny 


Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. 

Sul. The Puppies left me aſleep Sir. 

Sir Ch. Well, Sir. 

Sul. Sir, Jam an unfortunate Man — I Lave ture 
thouſand Pound a Year, and J can't get a Man to din 
a Cup of Ale with me. 

Sir Ch, That's very hard. | | 

aal. Ay, Sir. — ànd unleſs you have pity upon nEtcs 
am moke one Pipe with me, I mult een go wy Su 


— — — 
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tomy Wite, and I had rather go-to the Devil by half. 

Sir Ch, But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n't ſee your 
Wife to-night, ſhe'll be gone to Bed you don't uſe 
to lie with your Wite in that Pickle ? 

Sul. What ! not lie with my Wife! Why, Sir, do you 

take me for an Atheiſt, or a Rake? 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 

ie from her. 

Sul. I think ſo too, Friend But I am a Juſtice | 

of Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law, 

Sir Ch. Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body ob- 
res Law for Law's fake, only for the good of thote | 
or whom it was made. 

©. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Goa! 

zou muſt lie there, my Friend. 
Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 
0 . A Crime! Oons, a'n't I marry d? 

Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, yon 

Wt difown it for a Law. 
. Eh!——1 mult be acquainted with you, Sir— 
ut, Sir, I ſhou'd be very glad to know the tra:h ot 
MM: Matrer. 
vir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound Seca, and iew there 
be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 
be Herr. Belides, Sir; I'm afraid the Line of your Undet- 
<< aling mayn't be long enough. 

+l, Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to {ay to your Sea 

vel of Truth, but if a good Parcel of Land can entitle a 
lan to a little Truth, I have as much as any He in the 
(ount y. | | 1 
Eon. I never heard your Worſhip, as the Saying is, g 
10 much betore. 
Sul. Becauſe I never met with a Man that I lik'd 
etre. ä 
rec Len. Pray, Sir, as the Say ing is, let me ask you one 
in Quefiion: Are not Man and Wite one Fleth ? 
Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
: 401, becauſe you are nothing elſe—Bur rational Crea- 
we es have Minds that muſt be united. 
"ey tl, Minds! 
| | Sir 


—— 
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Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you think that th. 
Mind takes place ot the Body? 


Sul. In ſome People. b 
Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be con. 
ſulted before that of his Servant. N 
Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. * 
Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two Hands are natura; W 4: 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, c. 
help one another in all the Actions of Life; but 1 cod 
not fay ſo much, if they were always at Cuffs. di 
Sul. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 
Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? m 
Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 
Sir Ch. With all my heart. an 


Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow Morning, and {ct 
Veniſon-Paſty into the Bargain. 
Sir Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune too? 5 
Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel to be 
Fortune——1I only hate the Woman, Sir, and none br 
the Woman ſhall go. al 
Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Sir 
Sul. Can you play at Whisk, Sir? 


Sir Ch, No, truly, Sir. re) 
Sub. Nor at All-tours 
Sir Ch, Neither. v2 


Sul. Oons! where was this Man bred? [ Aſide.] Bur tis 
me, Sir, I can't go home, 'tis but Two a-Clock. | 
Sir Ch. For half an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe — f y9 
vou muſt conlider *tis late. | 
Sul. Late! that's the Reaſon I can't go to Bed | 
(Come, Sir —— CExenn! | 
4 


Euter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage, and knocks at Aim ke! 
well Chamber-door. Enter Aimwell in his Nig: ö 
Cap and Gown. 
Aim. What's the matter? You tremble, Child, you": 

[righred ! 

Cher. No wonder, Sir — But in ſhort, Sir, this ver 

A Unute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my LI. 

Bonatiſul's Houſe. 4. 
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4 


EO Ones A ORR 


Aim. How | 

Cher. I dogg'd 'em to the very Door, and left em 
breaking in. 

Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the 
News? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, I wantcd to have diſcover'd the 
whole Plot, and twenty other things, to your Man 
Martin; but 1 have ſearch'd the whole Hufe, and | 

WW can't find him; where is he? | 

4 Aim. No matter, Child; will you guide me imme- 
Ga:ely to the Houle? 

Cher. With all my Heart, Sir; my Lady Beuntiful is 

my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda to wel 
Aim. Dorinda! The Name inſpires me, the Glory 

and the Danger ſhall be all my o n - Come, my Lite, 
et me but get my Sword. Exeunt. 


* wh — — m — — 


SCENE changes to the Bed- Chamber in Lady Boun- f 
tiful' Horſe. 5 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda, undreſi d; a Table and 


| Lights. 
Dor. Tis very late, Siſter, no News of your Spcuſe 
vet? 


Mrs. Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till to— 
wards Four, and then perhaps I may be executed with 
his Company. 

Dor. Well, my Dear, Il leave you to your Reſt; 
zu vou'l go directly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. | 

Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do; hey-ho! 
— Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. 
un! Mrs. Sul. This is a lavguiſhing Hour, Siſter. 
| Dor. And might prove a critical Minute it the pretty 
i tcllow were here. 


Wh Mrs. Sul. Here! what in my Bed-chamber, at two 
1 Cock i'ch' Morning, I undrelis'd, the Family afleep, 

une; hated Husband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at my 
F ect () gad, Siſter. 

ren Dor. Thoughts are tree, Siſter, and them I allow 

o, my Dear, good Night. Exit. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. A good Reſt to my dear Dorinda 
Thoughts free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe kin 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning Bride. 
groom, ¶ Here Archer ſteals out of the Cloſet | with 
Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees impo. 
ring. | Twrns a little on one ſide, and ſees Archer is :/4 
Poſſare ſhe deſcribes.) Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to the th 
de of the Stage. ] Have my Thoughts rais'd a Spirit — 
What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? 

Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. "Ri ne 

Mrs. Sul. How ſhalLI be jure of it? 7 OY 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you Demonſtration this!. 
uute. [ Takes her Hai, 

Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleale ? | 

\Irs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye? 

A4. From the Skies, Madam —— I'm a Je in 
Love, and you ſha!l be my Alcmena. 

Mrs. Sul. How came you in? 

Arch. 1 flew in at the Windaw, Madam; your Cos. 
fin Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Venn, 
open d the Caſement. 

Mrs. Sul. Pm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And 1 with Wonder. [Looks paſſionate!y at her. 

Mrs. Sul. What will become of me? 

Arch, How beautiful the looks! The teeming 
Joly Spring {miles in her blooming Face, and when 
ſhe was conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Roſes, cod 
on Li. lies 

Lillzes unfol: their White, their ſragrant Charms, 

Wien the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 

| Runs to her 


Mrs. Sal. Ah! [Shrieks.] ; 

Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You. 
raiſe the Houle. ME; 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I'll wake the Dead before I bear this. 
—— Waat! Approach rae with the Freedoms ot 2 
Keeper! I'm glied on't, your Impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch. It this be Impudence, {| Kneels] J leave to yo! 
Partial felt; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedious, pain. 

{i 
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fal Voyage, e er bow'd before his Saint with more De 
votion. 

Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. [Aſſde.] | 
Riſe thou proſtrate Ingineer, not all thy undermining ' 
del ſhall reach my Heart— Riſe, and know I am 2 
Woman without my Sex; I can love to all the Tender- 
nel of Wiſhes, Sighs and Tears— But go no farther — 

Stu to convince you that I'm more than Woman, I 

em ſpeak my Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs cven for | 
,- ru ——u-— | 
Arch. For me! Going to lay hold on her. 
„Mrs. Sl. Hold, Sir, build no: upon tha: for my 
oſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what 1 
command you now—=— leave mc this Minute-—If he 
'enies, I'm loſt. [A de. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe 

- rs. Sul. Any thing another time. 
Arch. When ſhall I come? 
\irs. S. To-morrow, when you will. 
Arch, Your Lips mult ſcal the Promiſe. 
115 Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! | 
Arch, They muſt, they muſt, [Kifes her.] Raptures 
ind Paradiſe! And why not now, my Angel? The 
„Time, the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all conſpire—— 
And the now conſcious Stars have pre-ordain'd this 
2 Ml loment for my Happineſs. | Takes her in his Arms. 
a Mrs. Sul. You will nor, cannot, ſure. 
ach. If che Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mor- 
tis of ro-morro\v's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown mu, 
love, 
Mrs. Sul. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. 
ir Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 
Mrs. Sul. You ſtall kill me firſt. | 
„Ach. I'll die with you. [Carrying her off. 
Mrs. Sal. Thieves, Thieves, Murther 


Enter Scrub in his Breeches, and one Shoe. 


e. Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murther, Popery! 

ur Arch. Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
- WF 3:22-rime, [Draws and offers to ſtaò Scrub. 
{ 2 Scrub. 
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Scrub. { Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have,; 

take my Life. 
Mrs. Sul. | Holding Archer's Hand.] What does tte he 

Fellow mean? | 

Scrub. O Madam, down upon your Knees, 303 
Marrow-bones he's one of them. 

Arch. Of whom? 

Scrub. One of the Rogues I beg your Pain, 
one of the honeſt Gentlemen that juſt now are broeMMl,1.. 
into the Houſe. 


Arch. How! 3 
Mrs. Sul. J hope you did not come to rob me? Fe 
Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I wou'd have taten a 
nothing but what you might very well ha' ſpar'd; e 
your crying Thieves, has wax'd this dreaming os 0 


and ſo he takes em for granted. 

Scrub. Granted! 'tis granted, Sir; take all we har: 

Mrs. Sul. The Fellow looks as if he were broke 0: 
of Bedlam. 

Scrub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the Hou! 
with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, they. 
be here this Minute. 

Arch. What, Thieves! 

Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think 

Mrs. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir? 

Arch. Madam, I with your Ladyſh.' a good Night 

Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, «+ not vou com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon ain of your im- 
mortal Hatred. | 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, Sir 

. Takes hold of lin 

Arch. Ha, ha, ba, row comes my turn to be n. 
viſd —You ſce now, 1 you muſt uſe Men ore 
Way or other; but take this 5 by the way, good 27 m, 
that nene but a Foot w 11 give you the Benefit of 
Comage, unleſs vou take 17 is Love along with it 
How are they arm'd. Friend? 

Serich With Sword and Piſtol, Sir. 
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| Arch. Huſh! 

oc the Gallery 
or ole my Lite. 

urs. Sul. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of 

nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, 

et me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own Safety, for 
the fake of yours; III werk by Stratagem: Have you 
Courage enough to ſtand the appearance of 'em ? 

Mrs. Sul. Ves, yes, ſince I have ſcaped your Hands, 
can face au thing. | 

Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; don't you know 


> - 
o w 


&rub. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kit; thee. 
[ Kifes Archer. 


[ ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro! 
Madam, be aſſur'd I will protect you, 


Arch. This way Here 
[Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


Eiter Gibbet, with a dark Lanthorn in one Hand, and 4 
Piſiol in t'other, 


Gio, Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 
Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you have? 

Dye come to rob me? 

C76. Rob you! alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 

. ounger Brother, Madam; and fo, Madam, if you 

i:ke a Noiſe, I'll ſhoot you through the Head: But 
Oger be atraid, Madam, [ Laying his Lauthorn and Piſtol 
uten the Table.) Theſe Rings. Madam; don't be con- 

nd, Madam; I have a profound Reipect tor you, 
_ Wiicim; your Keys, Madam; don't be trigh ed, Ma- 
in m, Pm the moſt of a Gemleman: [ Searching her 
get.] This Necklace, Madam; I never was rude to 
Oeger Ly have a Veneration for this Neck- 
unge Hexe Archer having come round, and ſeiz'd the 
Bol, rakes Gibbet by the Collar, trips up his Heels, 
— 4 ciaps the Piſtol to his Breaſt. 

Arch. Hold, profane Villain, and take the Reward of 
WW dacriiege. 

r bis. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I m't prepar'd. 
arch, How many is there of em, Scrub? 


Scrub. 
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Scrub. Five and Forty, Sir. | 
Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, to have hin o 


of the way. hin 
Gib. Hold! hold! Sir; we are but three, upon M“ 
Honour. | 
Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him? 0 
Scrub. Not 1, Sir; kill him, Kill him. 


Arch. Run to Gipſey's Chamber, there you'll find tia... 
Doctor; bring him hither preſently. 

Exit Scrub, umi 
Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 

Gis. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Governme 
has provided a Chaplain to ſay Prayers for us on th: 
Occalions. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him: 
me as much as him. 

Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the oe 
cation of my Dilappoinatment Sirrah, this Moll + 
ment is your laſt. 

Gib. Sir, Ii give you Two hundred Pounds to fpu 
my Lite. 

Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal? 

Gb. Yes, Sir, I can command Four hundred; but 
muſt reſerve Two of em to fave my Lite at the & 
lions, 


You frigt 80 


Enter Scrub and Foigard. 

Arch. Here, Doctor; I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, 
tween you, may manage him : —— Lay hold of hi 
Doctor. [ Foigard lays hold of Giox 

Gio. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already 
Look'e, Doctor, you come before your time; 144 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. | 

Foig. Come, my Dear Joy, I vil ſecure your bot 
and your Shoul too; I vil make you a good Catho.c 
and give you an Abſolution. 

Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a Pare: 
Doctor ? 

Foig. No, Joy. | 

G1. Then you and your Abſolution may go t9! 
Devil. - 

A"! 
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Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him 
—— Take the Piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
him thro' the Head, —and come back to us with all 
the Speed you can. 

Scrub. Ay, ay; come, Doctor, do you hold him taſt, 
nd III guard him. | 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam [ Shrieking without. 
Sdeath! the Rogues are at work with the other La- 
ies: I'm vex'd I parted with the Piſtol ; but J 
muſt fly to their Aſſiſtance— Will you ſtay here, Ma- 
chm, or venture your ſelf with me? 

Mrs. Sal. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

[Takes him by the Arm, and Excunt. 


SCENE changes to another Apartment in the ſame 
Houſe. 


Euter Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bountiful, and 
Bagſhot halling in Dorinda; the Rogues with 
Swords drawn. 


Houn, Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your Keys, your Keys, oid Gentlewoman. 


Enter Aimwell and Cherry. 


Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 
Army in ſuch a Cauſe. [ He engages em both. 
Vor. O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the 
brave Man! | 
I. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the 
Hal; but they won't draw. Fl go fetch one how- 
ever, Exit. 
Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 
Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord; every Man his Bird, 
Pray, [They engage Man to Man; the Rogues are 
thrown down and diſarim d. 
Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll im- 
peach my Father! I mult give him timely Notice. 
Runs out. 
Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues? 
Aim. 
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Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. A 
Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Gar» Wie 
[To Mrs. Sullen, who ſtands by hin WF” 7 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow ; he figlits, low jul 
and banters, all in a breath: Here's a Cord that fl & 
Rogues brought with 'em, I ſuppoſe. Fou 
Arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope = 
hang himſelt — Come, my Lord, this is bu ON 
{(candalous ſort of an Office, [ Binding the Rogues tg. . 
ther] if our Adventures ſhould end in this fort of Hang. 1 


man- work; but I hope there is ſomething in proſpec 
that [Enter Scrub. ] Well, Scrub, have you fecy 
red your Tartar ? 
Scrub. Yes, Sir, I left the Prieſt and him diſputin 
about Religion. 
Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap:! 
Benefit of the Controverſy, [ Delivers the Priſoner: : 
Scrub, who leads em cu 
Mrs. Sl. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here? 
Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here? 
Mrs. Sixt. Vil tell you the greateſt piece of Vilany 
[They talk in dums ſhes 
Alm. ] taney, Archer, you have been more ſuccel 
ful in your Adventures than the Houſe-breakers, 
Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is th 
Principal —— Preſs her this minute to marry you, 
now while ſhe's hurry'd between the Palpitat!on 
of her Fear. and the Joy of her Deliverance, now whic 
the Tide of her Spirits are at High- flood; throw 
your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome Romantick Nonicnis 
or other; — addreſs her, like Alexander, in the heigt: 
of his Victory, confound her Senſes, bear down ber 
Reaſon, and away with her: The Prieſt is now n 
the Cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the Work. \ 


| Enter Lady Bountiful. F 
Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſery d 
Arch. You a Lover! and not find a way to get 07 

Let me {ce. 7 


Aim, You bleed, Archer 3 
Arcs. 
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Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound will do 
ic Buſineſs——T'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sul- 
about dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Do- 
inda. 
L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 
rou'd be gratified for the Service 
Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
omplements; I'm wounded, Madam. 
L. Boun. and Mrs. Sul. How! wounded! 
Dor. I hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 
Aim. None but what you may cure-— 
[ Makes Love in dumò ſhew. 

L. Boun. Let me ſce your Arm, Sir——I mutt have 
me Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood ——O me! an 
g Gaſh, upon my word, Sr, you mutt go into Bed. 
Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well 
adam, [ To Mrs. Sullen ] will you do me the Favour 
conduct me to a Chamber? 
L. Boun. Do, do, Daughter, while I get the 
ut, and the Probe, and the Plaiſter ready. 

| Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda, 

another. 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
lother's Commands ? 
Mrs. Sul. How can you, after whar is paſt, have the 
onfidence to ask me? 


yOu, 
ton Ach. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
mie hat is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me? 


Vas not this Blood ſhed in your Derence, and my Lite 
pos d for your Protection? — Loot e, Madam, I'm 
one of your Romantick Fools, that iht Giants and 
lonſters tor nothing; my Valour is \ownrigat Swiſ: 3 
a 212 a Soldier of Fortune, and muſt paid. 
Airs. Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, S 1, to upbraid me 
ih your Services. 

Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, Maden not to reward 
Ms Yo 
of rs. Sul. How! At the Expence ©: 19y Honour. 

Arch. Honour! Can Honour cot with Ingrat:- 
II you wou'd deal like a Wont in of Honour, By 
165. ARC 
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like a Man of Honour: D'ye think I wou'd deny j0 
in ſuch a Caſe? 
Enter à Servant. 


Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you, thr 
your Brother is below at the Gate. 

Mrs. Sul. My Brother! Heavens be prais'd —— $; 
he ſhail thank you for your Services; he has it in kj 
Power. 


Arch. Who is yonr Brother, Madam? rfe 
Mrs. Sul. Sir Ch. Freeman : You'll excuſe neil 
Sir; 1 muſt go and receive him. 4 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! Sdeath and Hell! jo 


My old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aimwell has mid 
ood uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes foure 
into the Sea, like the Ediſtone. " Exit 


SCENE changes to the Gallery in the ſame Hou 


Enter Airawell and Dorinda. 
Dor. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer, 


your late generous Action will, I hope, plead for m 7 
eaſy yielding; tho' I muſt own, your Lordſhip had 4 
riend in the Fort before. 1 


Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upon her Tong 
——— }{cre, Doctor 


Enter Foigard with a Book. 


Foig. Are you prepar'd boat? 

Dor. I'm ready: But firſt, my Lord, one Word 
I have a frightful Example of a haſty Marriage in m 
own Family; when 1 reflect upon't, it ſhocks me 
Pray, my Lord, conſider a little 

Aim. Contider! Do you doubt my Honour, or 
Love? 

Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally Juſt as Brute 
And were your whole Sex drawn out for me {0 
chuſe, I ſhou'd nor caſt a Look upon the Mu:titude! 
you were abſent——Burt, my Lord, I'm a Woman; C. 
lours, Conccalncnts may hide 2 thouſand Faus u 
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Therefore know me better firſt; I hardly dare 
Joe rm 1 knew my ſelf in any thing except my Love. 

Aim. Such Goodneſs who cou'd injure! I find my 

r unequal to the Task of Villain; ſhe has gain'd my 
zul, and made it honeſt like her own-—I cannot hurt 
er. ¶ Aſide.] Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
hold your Lover and your Proſelyte, and judge of my 
ion by my Converhon I'm all a Lye, nor 
ne I give a Fiction to your Arms; I'm all a Coun- 
fer, except my Paſſion. 
Dor. Forbid it, Heaven! A Counterfeit ! 
Aim. IJ am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
ih a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your 
ortune But the Beauties of your Mind and Per- 
dn have ſo won me from my ſelf, that, like a truſty 
rvant, I prefer the Intereſt of my Miſtreſs to my own. 
Dor. Sure, I have had the Dream ot ſome poor Ma- 
iner, a ſleeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake 
ro.v'd in Storms. Pray, Sir, who are you? 
Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but 
ranger to his Honour or his Fortune. 
Dor. Matchleſs Honeſty ! Once I was proud, Sir, 
f your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
ou want it: Now Ia ſhew, my Love was juſtly 
elk bad no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


% 


Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who 
whiſpers Dorinda. 


Your Pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir, 
lou muſt excuſe me Pi! wait on you preſently. 

Exit with Gipſey. 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſn. (Exit. 
Aim. Gone! And bid the Prieſt depart — It has an 
Minous Look. 


er 


Enter Archer. 


Arch, Courage, Tom———Shail I wiſh you Joy? 
Aim, No. 
Arch., @ons! Man, what 2 been doing? 
Aim. O Archer, my Honeſty, Near, has ruin'd me. 
Arch. Howy | 

Aim 
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Aim. I have diſcover'd my ſelf. 

Arch. Diicover'd! And without my Conſent ? Wü 
Have I embark'd my ſmall Remains in the fame ho. 
tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without m7 
Partnerſhip ? 

Aim. O Archer, IT own my Fault. 

Arch. After Conviction —*Tis then too late for Pn. 
don—You may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you pro. 
pos'd this Folly—As you begun, ſo end it—hHencetorth 
I'll hunt my Fortune ſingle——So farewell. 

Aim. Stay my dear Archer, but a Minute. 

Arch. Stay! What to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and laugh 
at! No, I wou'd ſooner change Conditions with 
the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than ber 
one ſcornful Smile from the proud Knight that one 
I rreated as my Equal. 

Aim. What Knight? 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady thi 
I had almoſt But no matter for that, tis a curl 
Night's Work, and ſo I leave you to make the beſt on! 

Aim. Freeman ! One Word, Archer. Stil! 
have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my Contelliu 
with pleaſure. 

Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and ii. 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 
Arch. To her felt, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd tai 
been. | 
Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling come: 


Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 


Dor. Come, my dear Lord I fly with Imparienc: 
ro your Arms The Minutes ot my Abſence wa 
tedious Year. Where's this Prieſt? 


Enter Foigad. th 

Arch. Oons, a brave Giri! | 4 

Dor. 1 tuppole, my Lord, this GentlemaM is pri 
to our Affairs? | 

Arch, Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. ; 


. 
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Dor. Come, Prieſt, do your Office. 
Ach. Make haſte, make haſte; couple em any way. 
30. "Takes Aimwell's Hand.] Come, Madam, I'm to give 
ou 
Dor. My Mind's alter d; I won't. 
Arch Eh 
Par Aim. I'm confounded. 


pro. Foig. Upon my Shoul, and ſhois my ſhelf. 
or Arch. What's the matter now, Madam? 
Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves another 
his Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide 
gd aothing from me; my Juſtice engages me to conceal no- 
Wa hing from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the Perſon that 
xv W0u thought you counterfeited; you are the true Lord 
one viſcount Aimwell, and I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy. Now, 
Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is now p.cas'd with 
the Match, let his Lordſhip marry me in the Face of the 
0 world. 
Aim. Archer. Whatdoes ſhe mean ? 
Dor. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 


Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 


Sir Ch, My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you Toy. 
Aim. Of what ? 
Sir Ch. Of your Honour and Eſtate, Your Brother 
ied the Day before I left London; and al your Friends 
hire writ atter you to Bruſſels; among the reſt I did my 
It the Honour. 
ech. Heark'e, Sir Knight, don't you banter now? 
Sir Ch. *Tis Truth, upon my Honour. 
| Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd rhiz 
1A -cident. 
Arch, Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought it 
doth; away with it. 
Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
the Prize [Taking Dorinda's Hand, 
KF <4. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
PF cer2n, My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. My Lady, I wifh 
Jo. Toy. I gad, Sir Freeman, you're the hy- 
etuit Fellow living. 'Sdeath, I'm gown ſtrang'y 


vor. II. Q a'y 
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airy upon this Matter My Lord, how d'ye?— 
A word, my Lord: Don't you remember fomethi;, 
of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the Mo; 
ety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will amoun: 
to five thouſand Pound ? | 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer: You wou'd ha' cut my 
Throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive thi: 
Lady. 

Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your Throat till, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. 

Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune is Ten thouſand Pound, we'll di- 
vide Stakes; take the Ten thouſand Pound, or the 
Lady. 

he How! is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent? 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 
well, that IIl take the Money; I leave you to hi; 
Lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for. 


Enter Foigard. 


Foig. Arra fait, de People do ſay you be all rob'd, 
oy. 
J es The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir, as 
you ſaw. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul our Inn be rob too. 

Aim. Our Inn! By whom ? 

Foig. Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has rob'd 
himſelt, and run away wid da Money. 

Arch. Rob'd himielf! _ 

Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred Pounds, 

Arch. Rob'd you of a hundred Pound! 

Foig. Yes fait Honny, that I did owe to him. 

Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. 

Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone — 
Scavex vous quelque choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry d 


Euter a Fellow with a flrong Box and à Letter. 


Fell. Is there one Martin here? 
Arch. Ay, ay who wants him? 


Fell, I have a Box here and a Letter for him. 
Arch. 
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Arch. | Taking the Box.] Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this Light, my Lord, our Money 
again; but this unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Let- 
ter, reads.) Hum, hum, hum O, tis for the publick 
Good, and muſt be communicated to the Company. 


Ar. Martin, 


Mr Father being afraid of an Impeachment by th* 
Rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off; but if 
on can procure him a Pardon, he'll make great Diſcove- 


ries that 87 be uſeful to the Countrey: Could ] have 


met you teſtead of your Maſter to-night, I wou'd have 
deliver'd my ſelf into your Hands, with a Sum that much 
exceed; that in your ſtrong Box, which I have ſent you, 
with an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that I 2 ever 
be his moſl faithſul Friend till Death, 


Cherry Bonitace. 


There's a Billet-doux for you As for the Father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daugh- 
ter Pray, my Lord, per ſuade your Bride to take 
her into her Service inſtead of Gipſey. 

Aim. I can aflure you, Madam, your Deliverance 
was owing to her Diicovery. 

Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. T'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely in 
favour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 
diſter: I intend to part her from her Husband ——Gen- 
temen, will you aſſiſt me? 

Arch. Aſſiſt you! *Sdeath, who wou'd not? 

Foig. Ay, upon my Shoul, we'll all aſſniſt. 


Enter Sullen. 


Sul, What's all this? They tell me, Spouſe, that 
you had like to have been robl/d. 
Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near i. 
Had not theſe two Gentlemen int pos'd. 
dul. How came theſe Gentlemen here? 
Q 2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. That's his way of returning Thanks, 19, 
muſt know. : 

Foig. Ay, but upon my Conſhience de queſtion te 
apropro, for all dat. 

Sir CH. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you wou!! 
dcliver your Lady to me this Morning. 

Sul. Humph. 

Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph?— 
ir you ſhall deliver her: In ſhort, Sir, we have 
iav'd you and your Family; and if you are not cin, 
we'll unbind the Rogues, join with 'em, and {ct fire to 
your Houſe What does the Man mean? Not pan 
with his Wite! 

Foig. Arra, not part wid your Wife! Upon my Shou! 
de Man doſh not underſtand common Shivility. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen, all things here mut 
move by Conſent; Compulſion would ſpoil us: L 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ha. 
Judge it between us. 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges: 
Pray, Sir, who are you? 

Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take: 
way your Wite, 

Sal. And you, good Sir? 

Aim. Charles Viſcount Aimwell, come to take aw 
your Siſter. 

Sul. And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer Eſq; come | 

Sul. To take away my Mother, I hope — Gene 
men, you're heartily welcome; I never met with te 
more obliging People ſince I was born — And no": 
my Dear, if you plcaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Wor. 

Arch. And the laſt, for five Pound. 2 

Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. 

Sul. Rib. 

Mrs. Sul. How long have you been marry'd? 

Sul. By the Almanack, fourteen Months but 
my Account, tourteen Years. : 

Mrs. Sul. Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 

Feig. Upon my Conſhience dere Accounts vi! 2g" 
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Mis. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for? 
Sul. To get an Heir to my Eſtate. 
Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded? 
; Sul. No. 
Arch. The Condition fails of his fide. 
Madam, what did you marry for? 
Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by 
the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an 
"WF agreeable Society. 
| Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer'd! 
a. Mrs. Sul. No. 
Foig. Arra Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a clear Caaſe! 
Sir Ch. What are the Bars to your mutual Content- 
ment? 
Mrs. Sul. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with him. 
Sul. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 
Mrs. Sul. I can't hunt with you. 
Sul. Nor can I dance with you. 
Mrs. Sul. I hate Cocking and Racing. 
Sul. And J abhor Ombre and Picquet. 
"BY Mrs. Sul. Your Silence is intolerable. 
Sul. Your Prating is worſe. 
Mrs Sul. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
each other A gnawing Vulture at the Heart ? 
Sul. A frightful Goblin to the Sight. 
Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 
Sul. Perpetual Wormwood to the Taſte. 
Mrs. Sl. Is there on Earth a thing we can agree in? 
„ $i. ves co part. 
Mrs. Sul. With all my Heart. 
Sul. Vour Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. Here. 
1 4 Nea Theſe Hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us 
way 
Mrs. Sul. North. 
Sul. South. 
Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 
Sul. Weſt tar as the Poles aſunder. 
F0!g. Upon my Shou), a very pretty Sheremony. 
Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my Si- 
ens Fortune to make us eaſy. 


Q 3 Sul, 


Pray, 


Wal 
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Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and I love! 
Fortune; every one to his Fancy 

Arch. Then you won't refund? 

sul. Not a Stiver. 

Arch. What is her Portion? 

Sir CH. Ten thouſand Pound, Sir. 

Arch. Til pay it: my Lord, Ithank him, has ente 
me, and it the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This Night's Adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky tou; 
all For Captain Gibbet, in his Walk, has made 0, 
Mr. Sullen, with your Study and Eſcritore, and has taken 
out all the Writings of your Eſtate, all the Articles 9 
Marriage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſes, Rece'y:;, 
to an infinite Value; I took em from him, and I dd 
them to Sir Charles. | 

[Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchmnit:, 

Sul. How, my Writings! my Head akes conſumed. 
Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, bu: 
I can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be merry, 
and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding and my Divorce; you 
may command my Houſe! but my Head akescon- 
ſumedly: Scrub, bring mea Dram. 

Arch. Madam [To Mrs. Sull.] there's a Country-Dance 
tothe Trifle that I ſung to-day; your Hand, and we. 
lead it up. 


Here 4 Dance 


Arch. *Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe Partie 
is the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the Coup 
parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaited Ha 

ineſs, and the other in their Deliverance from an expe 
ricnc'd Milery. 


Both happy in their ſev ral States, we find: 
Thoſe parted by Conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee; 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


The End of the Fifth ACT, 


EPILOGUE, 


Deſign'd to be ſpoke in the Beaux 
Stratagem. 


Fto our Play your Fudgment can't be kind, 

BIS Let its expiring Author Pit 'y find : 

SER Survey his mournſul Caſe with melting Eye-, 
'Y . 

Nor let the Bard be damm d before he dies. 
Forbear you Fair, on his laſt Scene tofrown, 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown ; 

Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 

Tre dreadful Knell, while your Applauſe he hears. 
At Leuctra ſo the Conau ring Theban «y'd, 
Claim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny A: 

Pleas d inthe Pangs of Death, he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with Loſs of Life but cheaply vought. 

The Difference this, the Greek was one wou'd fight, 7 
As brave, tho' not ſo gay, as Serjeant Kite: 
le Sous of Will s, what's that to thoſe who write! 5 
J Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays, 
lou may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, 


ince yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe, | 


SONG 


SONG ofa TRIFLE. 
Sung by Archer in the Third Act. 


Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended : 
All Trifiing People draw near, 
And T ſhall be nobly attended. 


Mere it not for Trifles, a few, 

That lately have come into Play; 

The Men wou'd want ſomething to do, 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes Men * in Dreſſing? 
Becauſe the Ladies (they know) 


Admire, by often Poſſeſſing, 
That eminent Trifle a Beau. 


When the Lover his Moments has trifled, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain : 

No ſooner the Virgin is Rifled, 

But a Trifle ſhall part em again. 


What mortal Man wou d be able 
At White's half an Hour to ſit ? 

Or who cou'd bear a Tea-Table, 
Without talking of Trifles for Wit ? 


The Court is from Trifles ſecure, 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee: 
White Rods are no Trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be, 


Z 
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But if you will go tothe Place, 
[there Trifles abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſhow you his Grace 
Makes Premiſes Trifes indeed. 


A Coach with ſix Foot men behind, 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin : 

But, ye Gods ! how oft do we find, 
A fcandalous Trifle within! 


Flas of Champaign, People think it 
ATrifle, or ſomething as bad: 
But if you U contrive how to drink it, 


You'll find it no Trifle e gad. 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 

I Vidow's a Trifle in Sorrow: 

A Peace is a Trifle to-day, 

Woo knows what may happen to- morrow. 


A Black Coat, a Trifle may cloak, 
Or tohideit, the Red mn; endeavour : 
But if-once the Army is broke, 

We ſhall have more Trifles than ever. 


The Stage is a Trifle, they ſay, 
Toe Reaſon, pray carry along, 
Becauſe at ev'ry new Play, 
The Houſe they with 52 ſo throng. 


But with People's Malice to Trifle, 
Aud to ſet us all on a Foot: 

The Author of this is a Trifle, 
Ad bis dong isa rifle to bogt. 
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